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Mysteri ous handwiting on a wall, a lady with a toy boat and a man with a
kite--all clues to a dramatic, cunning plot which finds The Shadow in
Hol | ywood fighting the macabre machinati ons of a ruthless killer

A LAND where anything is nore than likely to happen. A |l and of
make- bel i eve where the world's dreans are put on cellul oid and
sold... Hollywood! A Iand of Cinderellas and Prince Charm ngs, where fortunes
are made.. and lost. And wal king through that dreamworld is one who is
turning the dreams into nightnares!

There was a fight going on. It was to be the biggest, nost expensive
fight that had ever been filnmed. There were to be nore breakaway chairs broken
on nore heads, nore prop bottles shattered, nore stunt nen rolling all over
the set, than had ever been done before.

The crowding, fighting nmen crashed down a flight of stairs, a bal cony at
the foot of a bend in the stairs gave way and dropped the experienced stunt
men down onto a specially built table that held for a nmonent, groaned and then
gave way beneath their conbi ned wei ghts.

Two nen seated at a side table gravely played gin rumry. Neither
flickered an eye nor gave the slightest evidence that they were aware of the
mayhem goi ng on around t hem

"G n," said one

"That's a schneider for nme!" He | ooked disgruntled.

The wi nner picked up the cards and shuffled themas a flying bottle just
m ssed his head. He gave no sign that he had even seen it.

Lanont Cranston, standing to one side of the racing canmera that was
recordi ng the scene for the noviegoers of the world, snmled. It was a nice
touch, he thought, the card players so occupied in what they were doing that
they were oblivious to the fight.

Sturm the director, poked Lanmpbnt in the back with a riding crop. Then he
pointed to a table at which a single nan sat |ooking off into space.

Lanont | ooked in the direction of the pointing crop. The man, Richard
Doster, was playing his role to perfection. In the filmhe was a nan who was
bei ng bl ackmail ed. He was sitting, drinking, trying to get up enough courage
to refuse to pay the blackmail er any nore noney.

He | ooked as depressed as though he really were paying his fabul ous
salary out to a blackmailer. He twirled a swizzle stick in his drink and then
strai ghtening his shoul ders out with sudden determ nation, drained his drink
of f at a gulp.

The fight ranged on around himand the card players. Al, every human in
the scene, was a bundle of fighting, exploding energy, all but the three nen
who pl ayed their parts so well. The card players laid their cards down as a

shot bl asted over their heads. A vase on the wall near themcrashed in
shattered shards. They didn't even blink. Doster, his drink consuned, | ooked
around the room He was obviously ready for his set-to with the bl acknail er
The ook in his eye boded no good to the nan who was mul cting him He stood
up.

Cranston realized that the selectivity of the novie canera's eye was
bei ng used to focus on Doster. The swirling fight was now a background to the
pur poseful way that Doster strode across the wecked room

As Lanmont Cranston watched the scene with an appreciative eye, the two
puzzling questions that had teased himtill they carried himon w ngs, across



the continent to this place of fantasy, tickled at his mnd. The questions
were: why does the handsonmest man in Anerica fly a kite at m dni ght, and why
did the nost gl anorous woman in America put a toy submarine out in the waters
of the Pacific Ccean?

Doster was standing in front of a door now It was obvious that it was
going to take all his courage to face his blacknmailer. He put his hand on the
knob and started to turn it. Suddenly, and it was frightening in its departure
fromthe norm he stopped, straightened up and pitched forward on his face.

"Cut!" Sturmwas raging mad. He threw his riding crop on the ground and
then jumped up and down on it. Cranston grinned. This was the first rea
sanmpl e of Hol |l ywood tenperanment he had seen. Sturm was raging.

"I mbecil e! How nmany times nust we re-do this scene? | have the directions
gi ven! Over and over | have themgiven! Slow, | say, fall slowy! Ten tinmes I
have so said! But when he falls, fast he nust!"

Sturm bent over and picked up his riding crop which was scarred from
previous bursts of "artistic tenperament."

"I say we will again do it. This will be the last tine. If that dolt,
Doster, can't inmtate a dying man better than that | shall a real actor get!"

A frown deepened on Lanont Cranston's forehead. The actor had not noved
through all that tirade.

Flip Hller, the special effects man, wal ked across the set w th another
drink. He was going to place it on the little table where Doster had drunk the
| ast one! As he wal ked he | ooked down at Doster. Hi s face, normally sullen
changed. It got nmore sullen. He said, "Hey, Sturm | think you will have to
get another actor!"

"Fromyou | do not need advice!" Sturmwas deternmined to be nasty.

"Need it or not," was Flip's response, "Doster nay have been a bad actor
but now he's a good actor! He's dead!"

Cranston was across the set and | ooking at Doster's strained, dead face
bef ore anyone el se on the set had recovered fromthe tenporary paralysis that
gri pped them

The special effects man knew death when he saw it.

Cranston | ooked fromthe dead face to the purpling face of Sturm who was
swearing under his breath in German. "To ne these things have to happen! This

means that we have to re-filmall the scenes this ninconmpoop was in! Gah... it
will be a better picture, for that!"
Geni a G adder whose pin-up pictures had adorned every G 1. barrack from

Ti mbuctoo to Tsien Tsin, noved, or maybe trickled would be a better word,
across the set towards the tableau that had grown around the dead nan. Her
face was set in a pose that in pictures would be the one she used when she was
t he poor wi dow sent out to the old | adies' home. She said, "How can you be so
cruel, so unthinking? A young man, dead! How terrible! O course he did have
that dreadful habit of covering nmy face with his shoulder in every close up
but | could handle that..."

"Wonder what killed hinm?" Flip still |ooked sullen, but curiosity was
getting the better of him

Cranst on had wondered how long it would take for someone to think of
that. He was positive that Doster had been poi soned. For of all the experts,
the highly paid technicians in Hollywod, Cranston was the specialist in the
subj ect at hand. He knew death in all its varied nanifestations. Knew them
only too well. The awkward strained position that Doster had died in, the
convul sed set of his muscles, even the rather horrible grin that pulled at the
corners of his set nouth, added up to only one thing, cyanide.

Sturm with a grimce of distaste, |eaned down and sniffed at the dead
man's mouth. He grunted, "Potassium cyanide, unless | my guess mss."

A new figure shouldered his way in. It was Tony Hunter, and he was
excited. "I'monly the witer here, | know witers don't count for nuch out in
thi s madhouse, but don't you think |I should be told a few..."



Hi s words tapered off as he saw the figure on the floor and Sturm s words
seeped in.

"Cyani de? But... that tastes horrible! Wiy shoul d Doster have swal | owed
it? He nust have committed suicide! No one would swall ow a dose |ike that
wi t hout realizing that sonething was wong."

"You just the stories wite!" Sturmis voice was coarse; he was annoyed.

"I will the thinking do!"

"While you' re busy being a master nmind, old fruit, maybe you better cal
the cops! They are very snall-m nded; they have a nasty habit of being annoyed
if they aren't told about stiffs cluttering up the place!" Flip's voice was
deliberately pitched so as to be as obnoxi ous as possi bl e.

"I will the police call, yes. | was just going to..."
red-faced as everyone in the vicinity chanted the end of his sentence,
just going to think of that myself!"

Cranston realized that this was a procedure that went on continually.
Sturmdid not take to ribbing. Naturally, that nade ribbing himall the
better.

"Police, reporters, this is going to be awful!" Genia was in a flutter.
She was | ooking at her hair-do, an inposing ponpadour affair, in a mrror as
she spoke.

"Yes, | can just inmagine how badly that will annoy you! Publicity is so
di stasteful, my dear!"™ Flip was being exasperating again. "As if you weren't
the worst publicity hound in the business!"

"You're going to get another of your usual black eyes if you keep this
up! My Donny won't stand for it!" Genia turned on her heel and wal ked away
fromthe group.

Cranston juggled nanmes in his mnd and realized that Donny woul d be Don
Barron, Anerica's handsonest star. He hadn't known that Genia and Don were a
twosome. There seened to be quite a bit of background to find out about.

Flip's sullen face I ost none of its sullenness. It becane, if anything,
nmore sullen, but overlaid was a new expression, one that came close to fear
He pointed at one of the flats, a side of the set that represented a sal oon
wal . There were pictures on it, a nural of sorts. In the center of the nura
there was a bl ank area that was framed in dryads and nynphs. It was this area
that Flip's trenbling finger was pointing at.

Al eyes followed his finger and then there wasn't a sound! People held
their breaths as an icy finger of fear ran over the assenbly. Only Cranston
and one ot her person was inpervious to the astounding thing that happened!

Hi gh on the wall, far from any human hand, a nessage was spelling itself
out. The flaring kleig lights with their thousands of watts proved that no one
was within twenty feet of the place that the witing was manifesting itself!

Al eyes were glued to the flat as, letter by huge letter, appeared--
"Doster thought HE could avoid paying nme! This is the last warning..."

Even the periods were huge and bl ack, jet black. Cranston's eyes were
busy as he watched the various reactions to the astoundi ng nessage. Flip
Hller was petrified. He seemed to be reading and rereadi ng the nessage.

Apopl exy seemed close for Sturm his red, fat face was vernmilion. H s fat
bul | neck tightened inside his stiff collar. He seened ready to expl ode,
inmplicit with violence.

Two soft, white, long-red-finger-nailed hands went to Genia' s ponpadour
She patted at it in that ineffectual way that women have. She was pal e, even
under the panchromatic #27 make-up that covered all her visible flesh.

O herwi se, but for her slightly wi dened eyes, there was no sign of what she
m ght be t hi nking.

"What kind of nonsense is this?" barked Tony Hunter. He | ooked annoyed,
puzzl ed, but that was all.

"Yeah, what is it?" A new figure was on the scene, and the tones were the
deep virile ones that thrilled practically every woman in America and in a |ot
of other countries too. Don Barron had the ability to make every entrance in
life as dramatic as his screen ones. He commanded the scene, his magnificent

Sturm got even nore
"L . was



bl ack head of hair cocked at a quizzical angle. "Sonething new been added to
Hunter's corny script?"

"Look who's tal king about corn!"™ Hunter was annoyed and | ooked about
ready to do sonething about it.

Genia was at Barron's side. She said swiftly, "Darling, I'mso glad..
the nost horrible thing has happened... Poor Richard Doster... He's...he's..."
"Ckay, kid, relax, I'mhere. 1'll look out for you.... Anyone been

bot heri ng you?"

CGenia let her eyes flick over Flip's sullen face before she answered.
"No... no one has annoyed ne."

"I get it, that cheap carnival imtation of a hard guy's been at it! He's
gonna get dunped soon and |I'mthe guy that can do it!"

"Why you..." Flip was set and sending a round house on its way before
Sturm coul d nove.

"Stop! Stop it!" Sturm had noved just before the punch | anded. He grabbed
at Flip's armand stopped it so suddenly that Flip was thrown off bal ance.
"Don't we have troubl e enough, aber?"

Flip shook hinself free of Sturmis iron grip and stal ked of f.

Troubl e enough, indeed, thought Cranston. Death had struck quickly and
silently...and the sound stage of Inpressive Films, Inc., |looked as if it held
enough warring tenperanments to guarantee nore trouble and quickly. Tack onto
that the curious circunstance of the method of death, and the even stranger
witing on the wall...and, yes, it certainly was tine for The Shadow to
appear .

Rocking, rolling fromout of nowhere came the veriest whisper of sound.

It was so low as to be just the echo of an echo. But listening ears night have
heard the | augh, the know ng | augh of the Master of Men, the Crusader agai nst
Crime, The Shadow -about to strike at any noment now

EFFI CI ENT as a fine machine, the police went about their duties quietly
and with self-confidence. Cranston saw that they were quite sure they were
going to nab the killer as soon as they gathered enough fingerprints, took
enough pictures of the body and asked enough questions. They had al ready asked
so many questions that tenpers worn thin by the high pressure work they did,
were starting to crack the novie personnel into warring groups.

It was unusual to be at the scene of a crine without Joe Cardona in the
of fing. No Cardona, no Comni ssioner Weston, and no rain. Despite all the
fabl es about California weather, Cranston was inpressed by it. It was a hot
day. In New York, the hard working detectives would have been drenched with
sweat. But here, the lack of hunmidity saved them

It was all of five hours since Doster had died. Cranston cocked a weat her
eye out a window. The sun was still fairly high over the horizon and here it
was seven o' clock at night. No one had eaten, and they were starting to get
restive. Hunter was speaking.

"Look, Gestapo, how |l ong do you think you can hold us this way,
practically i ncomuni cado?"

"Not much | onger, please be patient. The quicker we clean this up, the
faster you can all get back to normal. | know enough about novies to realize
how true it is that time is nmoney. It is to your benefit as well as ours to be
cooperative."

The police out in this neck of the woods were certainly polite, Cranston
t hought. This Lieutenant Sherly was really on his toes and doing a good job.
Still, the case was not a clean-cut one and the tine night cone when Sherly
woul d be grateful for The Shadow s hel p. Cranston gl anced down at his brief
case which was at his feet and a curious snmle played over his lips.

"Lieutenant, | realize the truth of all the things you say, but really, |
know not hing of all this." Genia |ooked ingenuous. She was seated with her



back to the baffling nessage on the wall of the set. The others were grouped
around in various positions. The cal mess of the proceedings was in striking
contrast to the weckage of the set that the novie battle had caused.

"Let's see how straight 1've got all this. The fight was going on..."

The |ieutenant | ooked over at the table where the gin rumy players had
sat. Tony Hunter was seated playing solitaire with exaggerated | ack of
i nterest and pretended boredom

"The gin rumy players were there, where Hunter is playing solitaire...
Ri chard Doster was at the facing table with a drink in front of him Wo
pl aced, it there?"

"I did. I'mprop man, special effects man, anything Sturmcan think of to
hang on ne. He was disciplining ne. Ordinarily that job would have been done
by a thirty-buck-a-weeker."

Sturm nodded at the lieutenant's questioning | ook. "He was insolent, so
deneaned himl He is under contract, | cannot fire him.."

"My next contract's gonna have sonmething in it about the extent of the
jobs | can be asked to do and don't think it won't!"

"Your next contract?" Don Barron's voice was silkily questioning.

Flip half started fromhis chair and then thought better of it. "I've
been in these parts a long tine...longer than you, pretty boy. | have a hunch
"Il still be here when you're back selling ribbons behind a counter."

Don's grin was irritating. "l guess anyone can stay here as |long as
they'Il go down the | adder the way you have. Renenber when he used to be the
Hurmphr ey Bogart of his tine?"

"That was back in the days of Flora Finch and John Bunny, wasn't it,
dear?" Genia's sweet voice poured acid on the wound that Don had gouged.

"Time! Back to neutral corners all of you!" The |lieutenant was serious.
"I"mnever going to get this straight if you all make like prima donnas." He
| ooked fromthe table at which Doster had taken his death potion and his eyes
made a straight line to the door at which Doster had fallen. There was not hing
left to show that Doster had ever been but a chal ked outline. The stark, rough
sil houette was sonehow nore tragic than the broken body had been

"It's obvious that anyone woul d have had a chance to put the cyanide in

the glass. O would it?... How can we check and see who passed cl ose enough to
the table to drop the deadly m ckey?"
"Why, that is so obvious! W can find out in the cutting room | am

sure!" Sturmfixed his monocle in his eye and surveyed the group. "After all,
I amno quickie director, | use film™"

"You certainly do! Now Wat is going on! Speak up before ny ulcers
strangle me!"

Cranston | ooked the man over. It was no one; it could be no one but the
fabul ous president of the novie concern. His slightest sayings were quoted and
m s-quoted all over the world. He had nore affectations than even the npst
tenmperamental of his stars. If his will was balked in the slightest way, he
woul d have a tantrumthat out-did anything pulled since the days of Pol a
Negri

"M. Gainsworthy. | had no idea that you'd be back from Mexi co today!"
Hunt er | ooked upset and Cranston noticed it, although everyone el se was too
startled to notice anything but the amazing M. Gainsworthy. Hs sport jacket
woul d have nade a color-blind man blink. His canary yell ow sl acks | ooked as if
they'd been pressed by a steamroller. His sport shirt nade Joseph's coat of
many colors look pale. H s tan face, his stubby, chewed-on cigar, all made an
ensenbl e known the world over. H's fingers were tapping agai nst the side of
his |eg.

"Wel |l ?" Gainsworthy hung the word in the air and let it remain. He glared
at Sturm

Even that doughty character |ooked a little peaked. He finally said,
"Why...uh... there has sone troubl e been!"

"You don't say so! | amblind? | can't take ny eyes in ny hands and | ook?
| don't know there has been a nurder? You think the newspapers they do not



publ i sh uninportant things like a killing on nmy | ot?"
Sherly braved the storm "M. Doster has died under curious

circunmstances. | don't like this throwing around of the word nurder. It may
well be a suicide for all we know. | amjust investigating all eventualities
before I make up ny mind. The drawback is that no one in his right mnd would
drink cyanide. You'd have to knowit. It has a strong, horrible taste... and

yet Doster drank his drink wi thout even making a face of disgust or anything
of the kind. The handwiting on the wall, while baffling, nay not have had
anything to do with the death..

"Handwiting on the wall?" Gainsworthy's eyes shot to the witing. "Wo's
been scribbling on nmy set? |I'm made of nmoney? Next | suppose nustaches will be
drawn on ny walls! Wait... it says sonething Hmmmm .."

Gai nsworthy whirled and faced Hunter. "This is some new brain breaker of
yours? In this script | don't renenber this! It was not in the picture
bought from you!"

"Of course not, J. G The killer had a hand in that. It's a threat to
someone. The death of Doster was supposed to scare someone into paying
somebody sonet hi ng! "

"This is as clear as one of your stories! Soneone, sonebody, sonething!"
Gai nsworthy bit the last half inch off his cigar. It was a battered weck now.

"Who' s that? Rubbernecks | have to have too?"

He was pointing to Cranston.

"But you invited himhere yourself, J. G" Hunter sounded all upset.
"That's Lanont Cranston!"

"Wy, of course, | invited him N ce to have you here. You are having a
good tine, | hope, M. Cranston?" He shook his head and then said, "Wat am!]
sayi ng? How can anyone have a good tinme with corpses all over the place?"

"I am enjoying watching the fine police work of the lieutenant here."
Cranston sniled at Sherly, who sml|ed back appreciatively.

"Police? Wat do they know? |I know of your reputation, M. Cranston, any
friend of Conmi ssioner Wnston is a friend of mne! That card he gave ne...
how many tickets in New York it has saved me you don't know. "

"I'f no one mnds, | amgoing out and eat!" Genia patted her hair again
and started to wal k out holding onto Don Barron's arm

"If she goes, | go!" Hunter was on his feet. The rest of the people were
restive.

Sherly | ooked at Sturm "I suppose | really can't get much further

wi t hout | ooking over the filmrecord of who was near the table. Suppose we put
that first on the agenda. The rest of you can go on about your business. But
no trips! You'll be watched. Al of you! I'Il have a tail on every soul that
was in this studio today, if it takes every beat cop in Los Angel es!"

Cranston put his brief case under his armand prepared to | eave. He felt
alittle sorry for anyone who was detailed to trail him He had a busy night
ahead of himand he didn't intend that any alien eyes be on him

"You can't go, M. Cranston. Wat would you think of Inpressive's
hospitality? Not a word! You come with me!" M. Gainsworthy was determ ned. He
hooked his armin Cranston's.

Cranston | ooked over his shoulder at the retreating backs of the
lieutenant and Sturm Perhaps Lanont Cranston was going to m ss seeing the
pl ayback of that novie, but The Shadow woul dn't!

Gai nsworthy was still speaking or speaking still. It seemed inpossible
for himto be still. He said, "You'll come with me and 1'l|l have ny cook
prepare you a honme-cooked neal you'll never forget. He can make oatneal and
creamtaste like a steak if you give hima chance!

Cranston smiled and then whistled as he | ooked at his watch. "Ch, | am
sorry! | just realized | have to get back to nmy hotel for a New York call | am
expecting. WIIl you excuse me? Perhaps we can make it another tine?"

Gai nsworthy's face fell. He was not used to having his w shes fl outed.

But he shrugged with fairly good grace and said, "Of course. Business first,
that's my motto too. We'll have to nmake it soon, though.™



Gai nsworthy watched Cranston's figure di sappear around a corner. Then he
wal ked of f.

It was Cranston who wal ked around the corner, but The Shadow who cane
back. For, once in the conparative security of the shadows that based the
bui | di ng, Cranston whizzed down a zipper in the brief case he had carried al
day. A black cape fluffed up out of confinenment. That went around his
shoul ders. A folded black hat came out of the brief case next. The brief case
was thin and flexible. It disappeared into the darkness that shrouded the
caped figure. No eye saw Cranston change. No eye saw The Shadow, as huggi ng
the eerie darkness that clung to the building now that night had finally
fallen, The Shadow stepped circunmspectly out onto a street that led to the set
where death had appeared as an unpaid extra.

The phot ographi ¢ nenory of The Shadow stood himin good stead as he nade
his way across sets that ranged fromthe middl e eighteenth century, to a
pirate hold and thence out onto a cobbled street that ended in the set The
Shadow was headi ng for

Overhead in a lighted wi ndow, figures passed. The voices were those of
Sturm and Sherly.

The lights, the overhead lights in the projection roomwent out. There
was a nonent of darkness, then the thin stiletto of Iight fromthe novie
projector |anced down onto the screen. Sherly sighed and hoped that this was
going to help him Truthfully, he was baffled. The case was either too sinple
or too conplicated, he couldn't quite decide. In any event, he didn't care for
it.

For a few seconds there were three pairs of eyes watching the screen: the
ci nemat ogr apher who ran the nachi ne, Sturmand Sherly. Then, although no one
in the roomknew it, there was a fourth pair of eyes there. Eagle-like eyes
that were all-seeing. Hi dden in the darkness, The Shadow had clinbed up onto
the window sill. He sat there now, half in and half out of the w ndow as the
bi zarre scene flashed across the screen

There, a dead man lived, smiled, breathed. They watched as Richard Doster
made his way in front of the camera and slunped down in the chair. The table
was enpty but for a shot-glass, a swi zzle-stick and a highball gl ass.

Al eight eyes were glued on the screen now. Doster poured the shot-glass
into the highball and | ackadaisically watched the bubbles rise as it m xed
with the ginger ale that was already in the glass. Slowy he picked up the
swi zzl e-stick, | ooked at it, placed it in the glass and stirred.

His attention was diverted and he watched a fighting man crash off a
bal cony and whirl through the air. At the other side of the screen a braw er
grabbed hold of a chandelier and swing in a |azy arc across the scene. He
| anded on the far side on top of one of the braw er's necks.

The Shadow realized that this was a part of the picture that had been
screened before he arrived. Now... there...CGenia d adder was wal king across in
front of the camera. Doster raised his eyes, |ooked at her appraisingly and
then lowered his eyes to his glass again.

Then the nel ee at one side of the roomerupted. Flying bodies crashed al
around the stolid gin rumy players. They paid no attention. The Shadow
realized that while this was happening, the fatal glass was out of sight of
the all-seeing canera eye. The nmen's bodi es screened it conpletely.

Then, and this brought a gasp from Sherly, the canera sw vel ed away
conpletely. It showed a close up of an action scene. The fatal
gl ass...anything m ght have happened in the five mnutes that this bit of the
brawl consuned.

Sherly's voice cut across the voices of the actors on the screen. "W can
just forget about this giving us any hel p! There's not an alibi for anyone in
this reel!™

"Way, oh why, did | have to divert the canmera at just that nmonent! It is
exasperati ng, no?"

Sherly smiled wyly in the dark and said, "It is exasperating, yes. My
as well put the lights on. |I'm going back downtown! This is a waste of tine."



But one of the viewers did not find the screening a waste of tinme. A
fai nt nocking | augh rippled through the roomjust before the lights went on

Sherly said, "'\Wo was that?" Then he | ooked foolish. There was no one in
the roomw th himbut Sturm "Wy did you | augh?"

Sturm | ooked outraged. "M | augh? What about? | see nothing funny! |
t hought it was you who had a sense of hunor that was perverted!"

Both of them | ooked up at the projection booth but it was soundproof. The
| augh had not cone fromthere..

By the time the two nmen had reacted to The Shadow s | augh he was down of f
the window sill and on his way across the street. H s bl ack-draped figure was
conpletely invisible. Years of experience had taught himjust how far in the
shadows he had to stay. He wal ked forward purposefully but carefully. He knew
where he was goi ng.

A huge buil ding | ooned ahead. The figure that was bl acker than bl ack
stopped and | ooked up. This should be it. A door. There it was, a small side
door. The door opened. It closed a noment later. But in that nmonent an unseen
figure had glided in. Ahead there was a glare of lights. That was good. The
brighter the lights the deeper the shadows on their perineter

A new Flip Hller was seen in the bright lights. Al his sullenness was
gone. He was seated at a small table. Some paper-w apped sandw ches were at
his side. In front of himon the work table was a tiny, exquisite ship nodel
The mast, the rigging, all laid flat on the deck of the ship. A thread,
fastened to the front of the base, ran the length of the nodel

To one side a bottle, turned green by exposure to the sun, waited. The
Shadow wat ched as Flip delicately threaded the ship into the top of the
bottle. It just cleared. In the bottle, sone green clay had been painted and
swirled to look like an angry sea. The ship, inch by inch, went down into the
bottle. Flip sighed as the sticky clay caught and held it.

That acconplished, he pulled the thread at the front of the nmast. The
mast, the sail, the jib, all the rigging, rose. Finally, Flip pasted the end
of the thread to the front of the ship. He used a swab stick to do this
surgeon-like job. The ship was perfect. Its sail and jib ballooned out in a
breeze that never was.

Flip held it up at armis Iength and sheer enjoynment |ighted up his face.
He took a bite of a sandwi ch and | ooked off into space.

The Shadow made his careful way around in back of Flip. It was sonetines
very revealing to watch people when they were conpletely off guard, when they
had no idea that any eyes were on them

As quietly as he had conme, as soundlessly as a falling leaf in a forest,
The Shadow reversed his path. He was at the door. He | ooked back at Flip. He
still sat there chewing his dry sandwich with every evidence of enjoynent.

Then, with shocking abruptness the lights went out. It was so sudden, so
unexpected, that even The Shadow s cat-like eyes were useless for a split
second. In that flash of time, there was a grunt of pain and then, the heavy
sound of a human body hitting the floor

Even with his eyes nonentarily out of conm ssion that sound was all The
Shadow needed. He covered the fifteen or twenty feet that separated himfrom
the work bench in two bounds.

Qui et as he had been, someone had heard him A | ashing arm w apped around
his neck. He dropped to his knees instantly, before a strangle hold could be
applied. On his knees, he reached up and | aunched a bl ow at the spot where he
t hought his assailant's mdriff should be. A wheezing exhal ation, as well as
the satisfying feel of flesh showed himhe had | anded.

He was on his feet instantly and | ooped a round house sw ng that should
have ended the fight. But the bushwhacker was no fool. He had shifted and the
dynam te | aden bl ow of The Shadow flailed harm essly through the air.



It was like fighting in a nightmare where every blow lands with
pillowlike softness. Holding his eyes closed for a nmoment The Shadow opened
t hem suddenly. The nonentary respite had aided his vision. To one side, al npst
out of reach, a shape was preparing to launch itself at The Shadow.

One attacking hand was m sshapen by a blurred object. Ducking suddenly,
The Shadow felt the weight of the hand and knew he was fighting agai nst a
bl ackj ack. He twirled on his toes |like a dancer and suddenly, to his
opponent's surprise, was in back of him He punched down at the nape of the
neck that was near him The blow | anded but gl ancingly. The man--it was a
man- - | ashed out again with the blackjack; this tine only the quickness of The
Shadow s refl exes and the double fold of cloth of the cape at the back of his
neck saved himfroma rabbit punch at the base of the neck

The blow, a sure knockout if it landed, still did enough damage to make
The Shadow reach under his cloak. Instantly, his hand reappeared, but when it
did, it was full of Colt .45.

A creaki ng sound behind both of themfroze them as they stood. The sound
emanated fromthe door. The Shadow s mind raced. He had no desire to have it
known that he was in sunny California.

His attention nmonentarily distracted, his silent opponent glided away.
Two sounds cane al nost on each other's heels. The door slammred shut and
muf f1 ed, al most hi dden by the | ouder noi se, The Shadow heard a wi ndow shut.

VWoever had opened the door was trying to find the light switch. At any
second the lights mght flash on and reveal The Shadow, gun in hand!

Tony Hunter cane in--he was the witer --and grunted as he found the
light switch. He wondered why buil ders seenmed to put themin the | east
conspi cuous place. He grunted again but louder this time as he saw, crunpled
on the floor in front of the work bench, Flip Hiller's body. Surprise followed
surprise. He had just taken in the sight of the sprawl ed figure when out of
the corner of his eye a flicker of novement, a suggestion of black, brought
his head around with a snap

But when he focussed his eyes there, there was nothing. Just a shadow. He
| ooked up at the ceiling light. O course it wuld cast a shadow there.

He said to hinself, "I'mgetting as scatty as everyone el se around here.
Wonder who put the slug on Flip."

He hurried to Flip's side and knelt down. Probing fingers searched for
and found a lunmp on the back of Flip's head. The fingers applied sone pressure
to the lunp and Flip emtted a groan and opened his eyes.

They were pain-racked. "Wh... Hey! How d you get here! My ship... is it
all right?"

He swayed as he sat up and | ooked anxiously for his newy finished nodel
It was gonel

He got to his feet groggily and said, "I don't mind the clout on the
noggi n, but why woul d anyone sw pe ny ship?"

"Wy, indeed?" asked Hunter

"What in the nane of the seven nuses is going on in this studio? Last
week | was scared stiff ny option wouldn't be picked up... now | don't care
one way or the other. If there's any nore rough stuff, I'mgoing to do ny best
to get it dropped. | nmean it. This business is getting worse and worse!"

Flip nodded in agreenent and then noaned. "Ww, that felt as if ny head
was going to burst! This is just dandy. | come in here to do some work that |
enjoy and forget the whole nmess and what happens? |I'm catapulted right back
into the mddle of it."

"I"l1l say you are, you're going to report this to the cops, aren't you?"

He started to nod in answer then thought better of it and said, "I don't
want to, but | guess | better. He stared off into space as though racking his
menory and then, "You know, | have a nagging feeling in the back of my m nd
that | heard some kind of a ruckus going on in here after | was sl ugged.
seemto al nost renenber hearing a tussle going on... but that can't be.
Besides | can't really bring it into focus. | better forget it."

That was all The Shadow waited to hear. He had wanted to be sure that



Flip hadn't cone to at the wong nonent and spotted him Wth that off his
m nd The Shadow | ooked around for an egress.

The two nmen nmade up his mind for him Flip, |eaning on Hunter's arm
wal ked towards the door. He said, "WII| you help ne to nmy car?"

As they headed for the door a fleeting form whisked across the floor

behi nd them The w ndow eased up and... The Shadow was gone.

"Hunter! What was that? That... that |augh?"

"Boy, that clout must be a dilly! | didn't hear a sound!" Hunter | ooked
puzzled. "Cone on, 1'll get you to your car."

IV.

AT the studio gate a sleepy guard stretched his arns and yawned. Hi s eyes
closed for a monent as he rubbed them At that second a shadow flitted by. It
is doubtful if even with his eyes open he would have seen the flickering
noti on.

VWhen he had rubbed some of the sleep out of his eyes and | ooked around
t here was naught to keep him from boredom

On the street outside the studio The Shadow, hugging the wall that
encircled the studio like the battlenent of some castle of old, |ooked ahead.
Drawn up at the curb was a cab. A cab in Los Angeles that sported New York
license plates. The Shadow s sardonic grin deepened. He noved to the door,
opened it and in one notion was in the cab and seated.

"Al'l right, Shrevvie, where do you want to go?"

"Awk! " Shrevvie swiveled his head and gaped at the figure of night that
now was his passenger. "How. .. how d ya know?"

"The Shadow knows!" This was the irritating answer. As a matter of fact
The Shadow had read in the newspapers of the progress of several New York
cabbi es who had picked up GI. travelers who had been in a hurry to get to the
West Coast and could get no train or plane accomodati ons--so had chosen a cab
as their covered wagon. The papers had pl ayed these up as freak pieces of
news.

"Aw right, be annoyin'! Burbank said ya might need me! So here | am"

That expl ai ned why a particul ar cabbie had been willing to make the
transcontinental trip at a time when some other cab drivers would refuse to go
amle for fear their cabs would fall apart. The Shadow | eaned back and
stretched his |egs out.

"The nearest drug store.”

"Check." His was not to reason why, his was but to drive. Shrevvie sank
down in his seat and expressed his disapproval with the back of his neck.

The cab stopped in front of an OM Drugstore on Hol |l ywood and Vine.

Lanont Cranston stepped out of the cab and wal ked into the drugstore. He
| ooked through a tel ephone directory, turning to the "H' pages. There it was:
Hunter, Tony.

Cranston glanced at the address and returned to the cab.

"Cet down to Overa Street." Should he see Hunter as Cranston or again
don the guise of The Shadow? The choice was open in Cranston's mnd. Wile he
t hought this over the cab drove through broad |lovely streets that were
punct uat ed occasionally by palmetto trees. Cranston | eaned forward as the cab
hal t ed.

"What cha want to go to dis sucker trap for? Dis is strictly fer
tourists!" Shrevvie's finger pointed to the street that seemed to have been
transported right out of Mexico. Cobble-stoned, with small curio shops and
Mexican restaurants lining it, it was conpletely out of place in downtown Los
Angel es. Men and wonen in Mexi can costunme neandered up and down the street
with | azy pace and sl eepy eyes.

Wy Hunter, an extravagantly paid witer, would live here was a question.
Cranston stepped fromthe cab with his brief case under his arm H s nind was
made up. Cranston was the guise in which to operate, in this section. He was



conpletely lost in the crowd of tourists who wandered up and down through the
street. The accents of Anmerica assaulted his ear as he wal ked towards the
house nunber he had found in the phone book. The nasal twang of New Engl and
and the soft slurring of the South were conbined as Anerica wal ked the street
of the Chanber of Conmerce's contribution to U S. Mexican rel ations.

A grillwrk that was a dream of wought-iron intricacy led up a romantic
stairway. The door that Cranston was |ooking for headed the stairs. At the top
of the stairs, Cranston paused and | ooked around. Hi s progress had attracted
no attention whatever. He opened the door and entered the house. At one side
of the vestibule, four bells with cards above them showed that Hunter lived on
the top floor.

The entrance door was | ocked but was no obstacle to the key that Cranston
inserted init. He walked into a foyer that was as garish as a cal endar
artist's idea of old Mexico. Serapes hung on the walls, toreador's swords were
crossed and nmade X's on top of the serapes. A grand piano in the center of the
foyer was draped in as loud a shawl as Cranston had ever suffered his eyes to
light on. Filigreed iron work wound around the spiral stairs that led to the
second floor. The ascent was steep. Cranston heard no sounds as he reached the
top floor. There, the door ahead, painted as a mural of high jinks in Mxico,
was the door to Hunter's apartnent. Cranston paused outside the door and
eavesdropped. Not a sound cane through

The key that had nade short work of the downstairs |ock, nade even
shorter work of this one. The door swung silently open. The apartnent was
furnished in a helter-skelter style. Evidently Hunter hadn't been able to
stand the all-pervadi ng Mexi can flavor and had suppl emented the furnishings
wi th odds and ends of his own. They clashed with the decorations. The
di fference in furnishings nade the apartnment | ook violent, dislocated as
t hough the owner could not make up his nind about anything.

Cranston stepped around the room Filing cases covered one wall.

Ref erence books another. Three portable typewiters covered a broad desk. Used
carbons were stuffed any old way into what nust have once been a pretty
Mexi can vase. Cigarette butts were piled nmountainously in dirty ashtrays.

One door led off the Iiving-working roominto a bedroomthat shared the
di sordered appearance of the room Cranston had exani ned.

Long drapes cut off any light fromoutside. It was an ideal sleeping
arrangenent for anyone who slept late in the day. The bed cl othes were
di sarranged.

Cranston had found out one of the things he was interested in. Hunter had
a crowded, disordered mind if the apartnent was any indication. A sound in the
ot her room caught Cranston's ear

One long stride carried himto the drapes. A quick movenent and he was
behi nd one of the drapes. The sound was | ouder now. Someone was novi ng around
in the other room

Cranston started to open his brief case and then paused as a crash
sounded. G ass?

Then there were snaller sounds, tearing, ripping sounds. Cranston stepped
fromthe conceal ment of the drapes and peered through the crack of the partly
open bedroom door. Woever was in the other roomwas just out of his angle of
Vi si on.

Crane his head as he would, Cranston could not quite see who it was. It
was a figure and the figure was busy with somet hing. But the bulk of the man's
body, for a man it was, was between Cranston and the worKk.

The little tearing sounds continued. The nman grunted; whether with
pl easure or displeasure, it was inmpossible to tell. He noved, and Cranston
left his point of vantage and returned to conceal ment behi nd the drapes.

The novenents, as translated fromthe sounds, covered the man's wal ki ng
around the living roomand then the outside door creaked and sl amred shut. The
man was gone.

Cranston | ooked out the w ndow that was behind the drape. It did not show
himthe front of the house. He woul d not be able to see who it was that had



cone and gone.

He wal ked out from behind the drapes, forward through the bedroom door
and | ooked out into the living room At first, he could see no change. Then
on the floor near the witing desk, a glint of green caught his eye.

He stood over it and saw it was a shard of glass. Geen gl ass!

In a waste paper basket to one side of the desk, Cranston saw the remains
of a ship nodel

Crushed, torn, it was al nost unrecogni zabl e as the exquisite ship node
that had so short a tine ago been placed into the green glass bottl el

The hull of the ship had been torn apart by ruthless fingers. That had
been the tearing, ripping sound that Cranston had heard. The riggi ng was as
ruthl essly di smenbered as the rest of the nodel

Cranston | ooked at the weckage for a long nmonent, then turned on his
heel and left the apartment as abruptly as had the man who had di snenbered the
nodel

Back in the cab, Shrevvie said, "I don't suppose |'m gonna hear what dat
was al | about ?"

There was no answer. Cranston's long aquiline face was thoughtful
Finally he said, "Did you see anyone go into the house I was in? Soneone who
was in and out in a matter of mnutes?"

Shrevvi e pondered and then said, "Nah, wasn't even |lookin'. Wy, is it

i mport ant ?"

"Not very. | know who it was."

The cab drove along for a space. Shrevvie broke the pall of silence that
had hung, for long mnutes. "I can drive around all night. W goin' anywhere
in particular?"

"The RoTango"

Shrevvi e | ooked around at Lanont Cranston. "Ya nean dat night-club dat
all de stars hang out in?"
Cranst on nodded.

A blare of jazz pounded at Cranston's ears as he wal ked into the
ni ghtclub. He thought idly that this was the first nightclub he had ever seen
that even renotely | ooked |ike the ones that the novies pictured in their
fabul ous producti on numnbers.

Murder or no nurder, trouble or no trouble, the press agents had to have
their material. At one table off to one side of the magnificent room Cranston
saw Geni a and Don Barron. They were | ooking deep into one another's eyes as
t hough al one on sone desert island.

Flip sat at a table with a girl that Cranston had not seen before. She
| ooked |i ke what she was, a struggling extra who lived for the big day that
m ght never cone.

Sturm was wavi ng his hands around his head and | ooki ng as apopl ectic as
usual as he spoke to Tony Hunter. Hunter was conpletely oblivious as he played
solitaire on the tiny table. There was just roomfor the cards and the
gl asses. An extra glass would have been conpl etely inpossible.

Nevert hel ess Cranston strode up to the table. He smiled at Hunter, who
was cheating and nmoving a red card to another pile. "I imagine solitaire is
much sinpl er when played that way!"

Hunt er | ooked up angrily, but changed the expression into a weak smile as
he saw Cranston. "One of ny weaknesses."

"One, he says! One of a great many!" Sturmwas still red in the face. His
bul | neck was taut against his collar.

"Don't dally. Sit down, won't you?" Hunter |ooked glad for Cranston's
i nterruption.

An obsequious waiter slid a chair under Cranston

Hunt er gathered his deck together to nake room as Cranston ordered a bite
to eat.

"You'd think we didn't see enough of each other in the studio all day,



woul dn't you?" Hunter grimaced.
"It iss those press agents. Al the time we nust be seen together...'

Sturms voice was satirical. "Al'l of Inpressive's enployees are just one big
happy famly!"
"He's quoting good old Gai nsworthy!" Hunter added unnecessarily. "I don't

know about other famlies, but | could do with seeing a little less of this
one!"

At the other side of the roomthere was a sharp crack of flesh agai nst
flesh.

Everyone peered over at Flip Hller's table. Flip was on his feet and had
just punched a man on the jaw. The nman was annoyed.

"And | say you were flirting with this little lady, here!"

"You're nuts. | just said hello to her because |I thought | knew her!"
Flip was sendi ng anot her punch on its way.

The man bl ocked Flip's punch and | anded one of his own that sent Flip's
body flailing backwards over his table. The table teetered and fell over. Flip
| anded on the floor and the table spilled over on top of him

The man | ooked down at himthoughtfully, rubbed his knuckles and wal ked
of f.

Hunter sighed. "If Flip was tough as he thinks he is, he'd be the
heavy-wei ght chanp of the world. |1've lost track of how many times this scene
has taken pl ace."

No one paid too nuch attention as Flip staggered to his feet and sat
down. A waiter, with the ease of long practice was setting the table up again.
New | i nen was brought and Flip sat and rubbed his fingers on his jaw The girl
sat silently.

Cranston picked at his neal and said, "I've eaten better food."
"Who hasn't?" asked Hunter. "But what can we do? Gainsworthy is
interested in this joint. I wi sh sonmetime he'd buy into a place that has a

chef!™

"And who said you had to eat here? I'ma Sinon Degree?" Gainsworthy was
behi nd them

"Legree. Not Degree."” Hunter didn't |ook too put out over his boss having
heard him

"Legree, Degree, who cares? Men | can hire who know these things."

Gai nsworthy's attention, fickle at best, shifted to his two gl anour
stars--G adder and Barron. They still sat and gazed at each other. "Such a
pretty picture. So many lines of publicity we'll get with this!"

Hunt er | ooked at the twosone and sneered. "Make believe that pair aren't
t hi nki ng of just that!"

Cranston | ooked around the room On the surface, the air was filled with
t he raucous sounds of the band playing, the people sniling, eating, drinking,
maki ng merry in their own assorted way...while all the while, a sonber
br oodi ng fate hung heavy over their heads.

VWho had killed the actor, Richard Doster, and why? Who had witten that
bi zarre nessage on the wall of the set, and how was it done? And what was
behi nd the outre behavior that had originally set The Shadow on the trail? Wy
had Don Barron flown a kite at mdnight... and why had Genia d adder set a
tiny submarine to sea?

These were the questions The Shadow had to answer!

V.

THEN started a night that The Shadow was to |ong remenber. One after the
other, within mnutes of each other, Sturm Flip Hiller, his girl, Tony Hunter
and Genia and Don Barron left the night club.

Gai nsworthy and Cranston were left in the club. He comented. "Those
pri ma-donnas of nine, they have a train to neet? They all |eave so fast?"

"I'mafraid | shall have to imtate their behavior," said Cranston, "I



still have some work to do before bed. Good night."

Cranston was gone. Gainsworthy, left alone, sat and brooded. Hi s thoughts
were dark. He couldn't ever have reached his present status if he weren't
sensitive to the behavior of his enpl oyees. Sonething was wong, dreadfully
wong. Until it was cleared up the efficient organization he had built was
goi ng to be snafued. But bad, he thought bitterly.

In the cab, Shrevvie said, "Wat now?"

"Whi ch way did Barron and Genia go?"

"They headed out for Beverly Hills."

"Follow them " Cranston | eaned back agai nst the cushions and rel axed. He
had an idea that he would not have much nore time for relaxation that night.
He was right!

The cab sl ewed around a corner and on a long straightaway the rear |ight
of Barron's car blinked far ahead of them Cranston recognized the Iight

because Barron had a specially made car whose lights were all in the shape of
stars.

The red star blinked like a will-o0'the-wi sp ahead of them Wth the cab
speeding after it, the night was still and quiet. Suddenly, the red |ight

bl i nked out and was gone.

Cranston knew that there were no hills for quite a distance yet. There
was only one expl anation. The Pacific had sent in one of its pea-soup fogs.

M nutes later, Cranston's deduction was verified. Shrevvie grunted and
| eaned out of the side of the car. Cotton wool enfol ded them The cab's lights
tried valiantly to pierce the fog, but failed mserably. Al that could be
seen was the whiteness of the fog. Shrevvie had to | ean out and squint in
order to see the white line that divided the road.

"This fog nust be slowing themup as nmuch as it is us. Head for d adder's
hone, if you know where it is. I'"msure they won't go for any joy ride on such
a night."

"Lucky | got a star map today." Shrevvie opened the map which was not of
t he heavens, but of the homes of the novie stars. The maps sold well to those
admrers who were content just to see the houses which hid their heroes and
heroi nes fromthe public's gaze.

"They nust'a been headed for her home anyhow. This road | eads right to

it."

Shrevvi e paused and then asked, "What went on at the studio today? | read
the papers and it sounds like a dilly!"

"As far as the police are concerned, Richard Doster either conmtted
sui cide or was murdered. Right after that, a threatening nessage spelled
itself out on the set. It was quite eerie. The nmessage was a warning. | think
that this evening we will find out whomthe nessage was ained at!"

There were no nore words spoken till the cab drew up in front of a
Spani sh-type haci enda. A gl ance over the box hedge showed that Barron's car
was still parked out in front of G adder's home. The fog was still thick and
long tendrils of it reached fingers across the hedge towards a shadow t hat
| urked near the hedge. The shadow noved through the fog with three-di nensiona
purpose. |t paused near an open w ndow.

"What now?" Shrevvie | ooked in the back of the cab and sighed to see that
he'd been fool ed again. Cranston's hat lay on the back seat. O herw se the cab

was enpty.

In the warm well-lighted room Geni a wal ked back and forth with | ong
strides. Gone were the affectations, the mncing nodel's wal k. She turned on
her heel and said, "It's getting nore than | can stand!"

Barron sprawled out in a low, confortable chair said, "You and ne both.
That nmessage today gave nme the horrors! But there's nothing to do. W just
have to grin and bear it! Hey... it's one-thirty! |I have to be there by two.
So long, kid. | have to tend to my kite flying! Blast the press agents who
made ne president of the Kite Flyers of America! But | suppose if it hadn't
been that it woul d' ve been sone other insane gag |ike you and your toy
submari ne! "



Before Barton bade Cenia farewell, the shadow that had been under the
wi ndow flitted away.

A voi ce spoke into Shrevvie's ear. "Foll ow everything that Barron does.
In this fog you'll never be seen! But stick to himtill he's home in bed!"

"Trust ne. You gonna stick around?" But Shrevvie was tal king to naught
but the fog. The dark figure was gone as silently as it had cone.

Genia, dressed now in a dark riding habit, her hair bound up in a
babushka, viciously put a cigarette out in an ashtray. She | ooked at the
clock; it was one-thirty-five. Her appointnent was for one-forty-five. She
flipped open her purse and | ooked at an envel ope whose edges were bordered in
bl ack. It was a standard nourni ng envel ope. The card inside it was black. The
nmessage on the black card was witten in bold white letters.

A door opened and a French maid in black with a white frilly apron poked
her head in the room The sudden sound nade Cenia start. Wth one notion she
had the bl ack card back in her purse and was | ooking off into space.

She said, "It's all right, Marie. I'lIl be back shortly."

"But, Madam it is so late. The night air... the fog... you may catch
cold!"

"Don't worry about me, I'lIl be all right. Now go to sleep!"

Geni a was edgy and nervous. Her eyes flicked to the clock. It was tine!

She waited till the door closed on Marie, then after a quick | ook al
around the room she opened a cabinet and took out a small package.

She sighed and, putting the package under her arm left the room

Qut on the lawn she | ooked around suspiciously but decided it was just
her nerves; for a noment she had thought that unseen eyes watched her every
nmove. She wal ked down a crazy-stoned path towards a sun dial that nade a

centerpiece for a flower garden. At each step she waited, |istening. No sounds
cane through the thick blanket of fog. Over and over, she thought, it's
getting tougher all the tine. What will happen next? WII it stop at one

nmur der ?

At the sun dial she paused, and again | ooked all around. Two trees made
uprights at each side of the garden. She |ooked at the inscription on the sun
dial. It read, "It is later than you think!" She nodded agreenent, | ooked at
her watch, and gasped. There was barely tine. H dden in the darkness, a rope
hung between the two tall trees. She opened the package she carried. A short
| ength of rope dropped out of it. Tied to one end of the rope was a snmall box.
She | ooked around a final tine, then threw the free end of the rope up in the
air.

In the darkness it |ooked like the Indian Rope Trick, for the rope flew
up in the air and stayed there. One end | ooped down towards her, making a U
She tied the dangling rope to the box. She | ooked up at the barely visible
rope that hung between the two trees.

A distant, nuffled sound broke through the fog. She shivered and ran
away. Then the little garden was still but for the menacing roar that
gradual |y grew | ouder, and | ouder still!

One shadow, bl acker than the rest, noved a trifle. Al ert eyes peered
t hrough the fog. The sound was a real roar now

Suddenl y, seemi ngly out of nowhere, a grappling hook swung down through
the air. It swmung in a long arc. It was painted black, as was the rope it
descended from The prongs of the hook grabbed at the rope that spanned the
di stance between the trees.

A sudden lift and then, hook, rope and tiny box all vani shed upwards in
the fog. The roar overhead got |ouder as though triunphant. The tinme was
exactly one-forty-five.

Then the night was still. The Shadow waited a few | ong nonents. It had
been cl everly done. A black helicopter, invisible in the night, had nade a
pick up as casually as mail planes pick up objects fromjust such a
contrivance.

The evil, cunning brain behind this pall of terror was clever; natched
agai nst that cleverness was the wit of The Shadow. A nocking | augh rolled out



across the stillness of the garden, and The Shadow was gone.

Two o' cl ock. Don Barron, the nmpst handsonme man in America according to
the advertisenments, and there were plenty of wonmen who agreed whol e- heartedly,
paced back and forth on the roof of his sprawing, nodern-style home. The fl at
roof, typical of this type of construction was as broad and flat as a tennis
court. There were no uprights of any kind on it. Barron swore under his breath
as he had to run backwards a trifle and |l et some nore cord out. A hundred-foot
length of fishing line, dyed black, went up at an angle. Al nost obscured by
the fog, a huge, black kite darted hither and yon up in the sky.

The prevailing wind was shifting and the kite was becom ng
correspondingly erratic in its novenents.

On the ground near the house, Shrevvie watched wi th incredul ous eyes.
From his point of vantage Barron's antics | ooked conpletely insane. Shrevvie
had wat ched himgo up on the roof, fasten a flat envel ope to the underside of
the kite with glue and then run back as he |l aunched the kite in the air.

The air resounded with the sanme roar that had attracted The Shadow s
attention earlier. From Shrevvie's angle, all he could see was what seened to
be a larger, blacker kite, swoop down over the wind s plaything that Barron
had been flying. The | arger shape paused in md-air, a net, black as all else,
swi shed down and Shrevvie saw Barron rel ease the cord that he had been hol di ng
in his hands.

Bot h bl ack shapes were gone!

Barron dropped out of sight through a door in the roof. Shrevvie turned
on his heel and wal ked towards his well-hidden cab. He had an idea that that
was it for the evening. The Shadow had told himto see that Barron was tucked
in for the night before he drove to Sturmi s house.

The cab idled up to the portico that framed the entrance to Sturms
castle. Shrevvie gaped at the magnificence of the place.

"Ssst... shut your nouth... you | ook adenoidal!" Shrevvie grinned weakly
and cl anped his jaw shut.

"Be ready for anything. | waited for you before going inside. The lights
are all on, but | haven't seen any sign of Sturm If he hasn't reached hone
yet, | shall wait for him.."

The Shadow was gone.

I nsi de the house, barbaric splendor alnost hurt the eye. Munted ani mals
heads were placed in inapposite conjunction with crude, badly done water
col ors.

Bear rugs, stiff and ugly, were spotted around the huge roomlike
i sl ands. The polished, gleanm ng floor reflected patterns fromthe walls.
Tapestri es shoul dered agai nst glistening, nmodern gl ass ornaments. The room
| ooked savage, tasteless.

A stiff-backed butler |ooked at an ugly clock on the wall and snothered a
yawn. He didn't see a form pass across the wall that faced him A |ong shadow
cast by a suit of arnor in a corner provided nore than anple cover for The
Shadow. Hi s eyes took in the whole room His arm draped in the cloak, covered
the white of his face. Only his deep-set eyes nmade any novenent. He waited.

One, two, three. The ugly clock bonged out the hours in a weary voice.
The butl er was rubbing his eyes now. Suddenly he | ooked up. Through the
ceiling cane a subdued roar

He straightened his shoul ders, |ance corporal style, and | ooked at a huge
door that was the entrance to the baronial hall.

The door slanmmed open, and Sturm red face redder than ever, stalked into
the room H s nonocle glistened in his left eye. One hand flipped up. H's arm
shot out.

The butler's armshot out in unison

Their heils were nmere nunbl es.

"Ugh... | amtired." Sturm shrugged out of his coat.

The butler, taking it, said, "A drink, sir?"



St urm nodded. "What a night the verdante fog! Ach... this country!"”

The butler bowed his way out.

Once al one, or what he thought was alone, Sturmput his drink to one side
and nmade his way to a shield that hung on the wall. He pushed the shield to
one side and a safe, dial glistening, was reveal ed. The Shadow s qui ck eyes
saw and counted the revolutions that the dial spun to.

The safe door hangi ng open, Sturm | ooked at a packet of paper he held in
his hand. H's face was grinmacing. He put the packet in the safe and spun the
dial. The shield dropped back into place. He marched in his stiff-backed style
out of the room The lights out, the room seened even | onger, nore enpty,
col der, and even less lived in.

The Shadow s hand was on the dial of the safe. He spun it three tines to
the right, once to the left, three nore tinmes to the right. H's black gl oved
hand pi cked up the packet which Sturm had just placed there.

Wth scarcely a rustle, The Shadow opened the packet. Inside it was
anot her packet of paper. These were copies of the New York Tines fromthe
precedi ng day. All were the same date, there was nothing hidden in them The
Shadow gl anced over the headlines. They were irrel evant.

Then and only then, The Shadow t hrew back his head and his nocking | augh
sounded. The huge room played with the | augh sending it bounci ng back again
and agai n.

The Shadow repl aced the nystifying copies of the papers in the safe and
| ocked it. The shield was back in place. In tw nore seconds the room was
really enpty, untenanted but for the ghosts of The Shadow s | augh

The Shadow knew what the papers mneant.

V.

THE cab was speeding along North Arden Drive in Beverly Hlls. The Shadow
t apped Shrevvie on the shoul der and notioned for himto draw up in front of a
smal | house. A man picking his teeth with a match | ooked up incuriously as the
cab hal ted.

Cued by The Shadow who was invisible in the back of the cab, Shrevvie
asked, "Sherly wants to know if Hiller's been out tonight."

The man chewed the question over in his mnd just as he did the match in
his teeth. Finally he said, "Nope and lucky for ne he didn't. Wth this fog
I'd alost himin a mnute."

Shrevvie waved his hand in thanks and the cab started slowy away.

"Where now?" he asked.

"Right around the corner. | want to verify this."

In back of the house, The Shadow stal ked fromthe cab and effortlessly
drew hinself up and into a wi ndow that was w de open in the back of the house.
He wondered if the detective had taken this into his cal cul ations.

Atiny flashlight, its small bulb covered with adhesive tape till only a
cross of light could flicker through, played around the roomthat The Shadow
was in. It was the kitchen. On a Dutch shelf around the nolding of the room
there were sonme of Flip's ship nmodels. They were in bottles, and they were al
alittle dusty.

Qut into the living-roomw thout a sound, The Shadow noved purposeful ly.

Not hi ng and no one.

Upstairs, The Shadow nade his way. It was quiet, too quiet. He | ooked
into the bedroom There, on the bed, a formnmuffled in blankets lay still.

There was no sound. Not even the faint sound of a sleeping man. The
Shadow wal ked to the side of the bed and stood there staring down. He reached
out and slowy pulled the covers down. There was no one in the bed. Sone
pillows had been bul ked up so that any eye glinpsing the formthrough a w ndow
woul d have been decei ved.

So the detective was positive that Flip was at home. The Shadow chuckl ed.
Very few of the people in the case were paying nuch attention to Sherly's



war ni ng that they were under surveill ance.

Anot her | ook around and The Shadow nade his way out of the bedroom He
had re-arranged the covers so that Flip would never know that his dummy had
been di scovered.

Down the black and silent stairs to the living-room The Shadow flicked
his cross of light around the room More ship nodels, sone in bottles, others,
larger, exquisite in their tiny detail, covered all the avail able space. It
was a confortable lived-in | ooking house.

The Shadow | eft the house as silently as he had entered it.

Dr oppi ng fromthe wi ndow The Shadow heard the sound of feet. He froze
i mobile completely invisible in the patches of darkness that emanated from
the trees that were behind the house.

The sound was that of feet. They canme closer. The Shadow waited. A
flashlight flicked on, illum nating the back of the house with its glare.

The hand that held the Iight washed the side of the house with the white
light. Then the feet noved closer to the house. The Shadow saw a chewed natch
stick throwm in the circle of light that now fl ashed at the open wi ndow on the
ground fl oor. Evidently Shrevvie's question had stirred the match chew ng
detective into activity.

The Shadow heard hi m say, "Wew An open wi ndow. | better take a
| ook-see.”

The Shadow was down the street now, getting into the cab as the detective
clinmbed into the window He was finally, at this |late date, going to check on
t he whereabouts of Flip Hiller

In the cab The Shadow consi dered. The cab drove along quietly in the
ni ght .

"\What goes?"

"Back downtown to Overa Street."

"Ch, Hunter's dunp, huh? Let's go." Shrevvie hunmed "Here we go off into
the wild blue yonder."

Downt own Los Angel es was fairly busy. They swung past the Brown Derby and
continued on. Men and women, young girls and old, wal ked along. Al seened to
be buoyed up by sonething. The good | ooki ng ones were hopi ng hope agai nst hope
that some day sone director, some talent scout, would notice them while buying
tickets or in a five and ten cent store. The ol der ones just hoped.

Past honky-tonks and burl esque theaters the cab drove. The streets were
qui eti ng down now. Soon Los Angel es, |ike many another town, would be cl osed
down, dark and quiet as sone little widening in the road, pop. 1700. There was
not the night life here that The Shadow knew in New York. Here all the bars
closed at twelve o' clock and except for a few, a very few after-hour spots,
the city went to bed at the witching hour.

O vera Street was dark and dismal. The cab stopped and The Shadow slid
out. There was not a soul in sight. To the door and through took but a nonent,
and not a pair of eyes had seen The Shadow s sw ft progress.

Up the stairs, pausing at each |anding, The Shadow coul d hear the sound
of sleepers in the quiet house. Then on and towards the door that was his
goal .

On the top floor, The Shadow | ooked out a w ndow that was next to the
door. There was a tiny ledge there that led to one of Hunter's w ndows. He
slipped out the window. It was the work of a brief second for The Shadow to
slide out and al ong the narrow | edge.

I nside the room he could see the studio apartnment as nmessed up as it had
been before. The Shadow watched as Hunter, who sat at his work desk with the
i nevitable deck of cards in front of him laid the cards out in solitaire
form

It seened to help himthink. For he was not paying too much attention to
the cards. Search as The Shadow could with his eyes, he could not see any sign
of the wreckage of the ship nodel. Al evidence of it had been cl eaned up

Hunt er sighed and concentrated nore on the gane. He saw where by cheating
just alittle, the gane might work out. He cheated the little bit. The gane



did work out.

He | ooked as satisfied with hinmself as though the game had really worked
out, as he placed the cards one by one on top of the aces at the top of the
table. Ace, two, three, four, the gane ran out to its appointed course.

Hunter munmbled to hinself. "That's a little nore like it. This is the
first time today that even cheating, the blasted game worked out."

He picked up the stacks of cards that ran from ace through king. C ubs,
hearts, spades, dianonds. The deck was conplete. He tapped the edge of the
deck of cards on the table top and gasped. Hi s face changed col or, becane
livid. He gasped. Then he shut his eyes and | ooked again. He | ooked
care-ridden and ol d.

And well he might, for witten in a bold hand on the edges of the deck
was a nessage that had appeared there |ike magic!

The nessage read, "Get it up! This is your last chance! Five grand in the
usual place or... renmenber Doster!"

The nessage ran all around the deck. Hunter |ooked at it and thought,
"But if this was witten here before, why didn't | see it? |'ve been handling
the deck all day!"

He exam ned the witing, there was no doubt about it. The message was
scraw ed in black crayon. He | ooked at the deck for a long tinme and then
cursing, he threwit at the wall. The deck landed with a splat and the cards
cascaded down all over the floor. He sobbed with exasperation as he | ooked at
the nmess of cards on his floor. He turned on his heel and al nbst dived through
hi s bedr oom door.

The sound of the jouncing of bed springs proved his whereabouts. The
Shadow bent and in seconds had scooped up the scattered cards. He was out of
the roomand in the cab in as few nonents.

The only way that Shrevvie knew of his return was that the springs of the
car depressed a trifle. He | ooked back and saw The Shadow fanni ng a deck of
cards and going through themreversing and righting the ones that were upside
down.

"This is a fine time for card tricks," he croaked. "Do | take a card?"

The Shadow smiled and said, "No, | think Lanont Cranston is due back in
his bedroomat the hotel. It's the Beverly Plaza."

Lamont Cranston |left the el evator and wal ked towards his room As he
wal ked, he stretched his arns and yawned. It had been a full day. There was
just one thing to do before bed claimed himas it had all the others involved
in the tragic farce that was unfol di ng.

In his roomhe sat on the edge of his bed, and laid the cards out on an
end table. He set the cards in order as a deck first. He tapped the deck on
its edge and sniled when he saw snudges, bl ack snudges there.

He then laid the cards out nunerically and in suits. Fromace to king, in
each suit. Finally, he picked up each packet of thirteen cards, spades, clubs,
hearts, diamonds. The nmessage reappeared. It read again, "Get it up...." and
the rest of the threatening words.

It was quite obvious what the witer of the message had done. He had set
the deck in rotation just as it was now. Then, he had witten his diabolica
nmessage on the edges of the cards, so that the message ran all around the
edges of the deck. Finally, he had shuffled the deck, destroying the nmessage
until such tine as the cards were again in the correct order. For then, and
then only, would the nessage appear

Cranston rel axed back onto the bed. The cards had been--where? These were
the very cards with which the actors in the fight scene had played their gane
of runmmy.

They had left the cards scattered on the table when Doster's death had
put a fatal stop to their scene. Cranston re-ran the scene over in his mnd
The cards remained on the table until Tony Hunter ranbled over and, as was his
usual custom imediately began to play solitaire.



Thought | essly, or deliberately, Hunter had dropped the deck in his pocket
when they all left the studio for dinner

It had been this deck that he had been playing with at the RoTango when
Gai nsworthy was with himand Cranston had joined them O was it the sane
deck?

Cranston pictured the backs of the cards in his mnd. If there had been a
substitution, the substituter had taken the precaution of matching the rather
unusual backs on the cards. This seened inprobable on the face of it. No, the
deck had stayed with Hunter all the time fromthe death of Doster to the scene
in Hunter s bedroomthat The Shadow had just seen

Was it possible that the cards had not borne their nessage for Hunter? It
was a question that was soon to be answered!

The deck with the nmessage on it was one of the neatest del ayed-action
devi ces that Cranston had ever seen! As he turned out the light preparatory to
sl eep he thought, whoever rigged the deck knew Hunter well, knew of his
solitaire hobby and his habit of cheating. All these were used in the idea of
t he deck. The sender knew that it would be quite a time before Hunter worked
out a conplete gane. Knew al so that he would inevitably, at sonme tinme or
other, work out the game, because he cheated. It was neat, as neat as it was
di abolical, was Cranston's |ast thought.

Dawn Cane; the sun rose over the city of old people who had cone to |live
out their few remaining years on their pensions, on the young people who lived
fromhand to nouth, day to day, hoping and yearning for that big break, for
t he peopl e who had had the big break and wondered bow | ong they'd be able to
stay on top. To poor people and rich, to happy and to frightened ones, the sun
brought the new day.

And one there was in that sprawling city who woke to the new day and
grinned. Ginned an evil, lonely snile. Ginned to think of the bounty that
was due that day. Ginned because of power that was |ike a drug, power to
conmand t he powerful ones.

Later, hours later, Gainsworthy, eyes heavy with sleep, nade his way to
the pati o where breakfast awaited him H's mail and the papers were stacked to
one side of his table. He grunted as he | ooked through the mail hurriedly.
Not hi ng that ampbunted to much. He broke up a piece of toast in his soft boiled
egg and unwrapped a parcel that the butler had left on the table. It was
addressed to himin block letters.

The package hel d sone newspapers. Gai nsworthy wondered why the clipping
bureau coul d concei vably have sent him papers instead of sending themto the
publicity bureau. The papers were dated fromtwo days before. They were al
i dentical copies of The New York Tinmes. H's curiosity aroused, Gainsworthy
| ooked through themfor a pencil check that woul d i ndicate what was rel evant.
There were no marks on any of the papers.

Even nore curious, he read the headlines on the front page. Nothing that
concerned himparticularly. It didn't nmake sense. He ran through the paper
careful ly, thinking that perhaps he had m ssed sonmething. But in all the pages
there was not hing that had any connection with him

He ate his egg, now cold, while he stared at the papers. Suddenly, his
eye lit on the name of the page. The New York Ti nes!

Hi s eyes wider nowwith a curious glint of fear in them he picked up the
i ndi vi dual papers and counted them One, two, three, four, five!

Hi s face furious, he crunpled up the papers and heaved themfromhim He
said, "No, | won't! This is too much! | don't care... | won't... | won't..."

But all the time he raged and swore, he knew he was going to..

Cranston left the hotel and hopped into Shrevvie's cab



"Straight to the studio, please. Lieutenant Sherly just called ne."

"What's with hin He got the whol e case sol ved?"

"Not quite, but he's awfully anxious to get noving. It seens a | ot of
pressure is being brought to bear on his higher-ups by the novie people!"

"That oughta get the wheels spinnin!"

The wheel s were spinning but not getting anywhere. Sherly was despondent.
Here he was, faced with the biggest case of his career and there was not hing
for himto get his teeth into. He sighed and faced the people in the case. Cut
of the corner of his eye, he saw Lanont Cranston enter quietly, inevitable
bri efcase under his arm and sit down in the rear of the studio.

Sherly | ooked down at his feet. He was standi ng near the chal ked outline
of Doster's form

"Ladi es and gentlenen..."

Flip said sotto voce, " and all the rest of us?"

"The P.M has shown that Doster did die of cyani de poisoning."

"Ach, we knew that yesterday!" Sturm | ooked indignant.

"W guessed it yesterday. Today we know," Sherly said patiently. "W know
a few nmore things. W found out from Doster's bank that he was broke. Flat,
stone broke! Any comments?"

Gai nsworthy was incredul ous. "Wy, that is inpossible! Al the noney I
paid him He spent it all? Every cent?"

"Every last living cent." Sherly | ooked down at the chal ked remi nder of a
man and went on, "W've checked on his node of living. For a man in his
position he lived very noderately. H s bank book shows huge entries, followed
al ways by equally huge withdrawal s! It can only, | think, add up to one
t hi ng-- bl ackmail!"

Cranston sighed. It was about time soneone said that word out | oud.
Everyt hi ng about the case screamed of blackmail. It explained so many things.
But Sherly was speaki ng.

"The bl ackmailer is evidently a thrifty soul! He used the nurder, for
murder it was, to warn sone other blacknmail victimthat the tine had come to
pay up. That of course, was the reason for the nmessage that appeared up
there."”

Al eyes followed his gesture. They re-read the warning that had
magi cal ly spelled itself out the day before. And then, w thout warning,
dramatically, the nessage conti nued!

This time Cranston did not even follow the words as they spelled
t hensel ves out, instead he watched the faces of the behol ders. There were many
enoti ons displayed, but the paramount one was fear! Fear that spread out over
their visages just as the message spread on the wall. Fear, that
cl ammy- handed, tw sted at wrought nerves and sent scream ng warnings up to
worried brains. Fear. It was heavy in the air, alnost pal pable, alnost solid
enough to reach and hol d. Fear.

And these people had so nmuch to fear. Their positions, precarious at
best, made horrible by fear of what? Exposure? Death? Disfigurement? O a
conbi nation of all three?

Finally Cranston | ooked up at the flat. The addition to the nmessage read,
"Well done! But don't forget that it is later than you think... next week...

"Stop it! Wiy doesn't somebody stop it?" Gainsworthy was frightened and
it showed. He was near hysteria. He turned on Sherly.

"What do you stand around for? What do | pay taxes for? Traffic cops? O
so | should be able to do a little business? Wiy don't you do sonethi ng?"

Bef ore Sherly could answer, CGenia's voice canme out clear and a little
shrill. "Yes... please... do sonething! | can't take much nore of this... |
can't... | can't..."

Sherly held his hands up for quiet. "Please, take it easy everybody!"

"Yah, take it easy!" Sturm | ooked daggers at him "Take it easy while the
picture it gets not done?"

"I"1l be out of the way in a nonent and you can go on with the shooting,
but first..."



Cranston watched Flip who was scowing at the handwiting on the set.

Sherly said: "The fog hel ped a couple of you people last night! | know
some of you were out! My nen |ost you because of the blasted fog! But don't
try it again! Not any of you! This is a warning!"

A new figure entered the scene. It was Don Barron. Sturmwhirled on him
and bl asted, "The first day on ny set and you conme in late! This | amto
expect from you?"

"You don't seemto have gotten nuch work done! Wat's all the fury for?"

Barron had been prevailed on to take over Doster's role. He had his
script with him He |ooked from Sherly to Sturm and said, "Wll?"

Sherly nade a face and said, "Oh... get on with it! I'lIl see all of you
later!™

One of the assistant directors yelled out: "To your places, ready to
start shooting!"

He had no idea of how near the truth his command was to bel

Vi,

"I WONDER if | can be of any assistance?" Cranston was with Sherly, and
both of them sat on some canp chairs at the very outer extremty of the set.

“I"1l be grateful for anyone's help." Sherly shrugged his shoul ders.
"This comes closer to being a perfect kill than any |I've ever heard of."

"This is just a guess on ny part but have you exami ned the gl ass
swi zzl e-stick that Doster used in his drink?"

"Uh huh."

"Was there a slight hollowin one end of it, or both?"

"Both ends!"

"It's as | thought then. The killer took no chances. Was there any of the
poi son left in either end?"

Sherly | ooked respectfully at Cranston. "Yes, there was! How d you know?
It was just by accident and because | |eave nothing to chance that | found out
about the swi zzle-stick!"

"It was the only way | could think of that would account for Doster not
noticing the smell, the strong, rank smell of the cyanide. Doster m xed the
fake liquor with the ginger ale; he might have snelled the poison at that
point. The killer had both ends of the sw zzle-stick | oaded so when Doster put
the stick in and stirred he was adding the poison to his own drink no matter
whi ch end of the swi zzle-stick he used. The killer knew fromthe rehearsals
that after the drink was m xed the script called for Doster to gulp the drink
off at one gulp. It was the only way that such a strong distasteful poison
coul d have been used."

"That's nice deducting. If that's a sanple of your wares, 1'd like sone
nore."

"I have an idea how the message appeared on the set, but that can wait.
It was obvious of course, fromthe beginning that this was a bl ackmail case,
pure and sinple.’

“"I'npure and unsinple if you ask nme, but go on, M. Cranston."

"The biggest risk that a blackmailer runs, all other things being equal
is that he may be trapped sooner or |later by sonmeone who would rather kil
than pay any nore. In order to prevent that, many bl ackmailers never let their
victinms know who they are. Qur blackmailer is wary of that and wary, too, that
police may be set on his trail at any tine.

"Hurmans are too variable an equation for anyone to predict how | ong
anyone will pay quietly. Therefore, this blackmailer has expended consi derabl e
ingenuity in the way he contacts his victins to ask for the noney and in the
way he picks up the noney. Either of these things might lead to his capture or
deat h.

"So far our blackmailer is invincible, for he is an unknown quantity! |
wi Il wager that not one of his victinms, and there are nore of themthan you



realize, has the vaguest idea who the person bl eeding themis!"

"I thought that there m ght be one or two people who are paying through
t he nose, but you think there are nore?"

"Many nore. However, we know these things: the blackmailer is ingenious,
someone who is getting pleasure out of the pain and nental suffering that is
being inflicted, and who is afraid of the slightest hint that mght tie him
into this whole affair.

"That's the reason for all the bizarre things that have been happeni ng.
What better way to contact the victins than to sonehow cause the witing to
appear in a place where the bl ackmailer knows that all concerned will be sure
to see it or hear about it?"

Sherly | ooked even nore depressed. "This blackmail ties me up nore than
the nmurder, for with the blackmailer pulling the strings, none of these people
will help us; as a matter of fact, the blackmailer can force themto lie for
him"

"This is just another idea." Cranston nmade it sound as if he were just
guessi ng, "but have you ever thought of what an ideal device a helicopter
woul d be for the blackmailer to use in picking up the paynents?"

"A heli... whew What an idea... " Sherly |ooked thoughtful as he
renenbered the helicopter he'd seen parked in Sturm s huge garage. "The
bl ackmai | er can use various methods to snare the noney fromthe air. In the
dark, or in the fog, he is sure of a getaway."

As Sherly said this his mnd kept returning to Cranston's words. He kept
tying the words up with a picture of a riding crop, Sturm s riding crop

"An anonynmous note | received this norning said sonething interesting."
Cranston waited until he had Sherly's full attention, then continued, "It
sai d, although there's no reason for you to believe it, that Sturm had stol en
a ship nodel that Flip Hller had made and, of all things, that Sturm had been
seen in Tony Hunter's apartment breaking the bottle and smashing the nodel to
bits."

"Flip said sonmething to me about the nodel being stolen. Now why woul d
Sturm do anything as cruel as that? Wiy destroy a nodel that he knew Flip was
proud of, unless, as you say..." and Sherly again thought of Cranston's words:
"One who enjoys the nmental suffering.”

"The nmpbst constant surveillance of the people concerned will not, | fear
gi ve you nuch of a lead, for the nessages which they receive are so cleverly
sent, that you m ght watch the nessages appear and still not know where they
canme front

Sherly thought that Cranston neant the handwiting on the wall. Cranston
was thinking of that, but also of the crayon nmessage on the edges of the deck
of cards and the five copies of The New York Tines.

Sherly didn't | ook happy. "Doesn't give us much to work on, does it?"

He | ooked even unhappier a nonent later, for a shot blasted across and on
top of the varied noises in the studio.

Cranston and he were on their feet instantly. Both grinned a trifle
sheepi shly at each other when they realized that the shot cane fromone of the
guns that was being used in the nmovie that was being filmed. They sat down
agai n.

"Curious," said Sherly, "I don't see Sturm anywhere. Strange for a
director not to be directing...

Cranston | ooked too. There was no sign of Sturm..

Sherly beckoned to one of the assistant directors who hurried towards
them "1 never could understand the nunber of assistant directors they use out
here. They're like vice presidents in an insurance conpany, or office boys in
a bank."

Sherly said as the man ran up, "Were's SturnP"

"He said he was fatigued. He went to his roomto lie down for a while."

Sherly arched his eyebrows. "Isn't that a little unusual in the niddle of
shooting a picture?"

The assi stant shrugged and answered, "In a Sturmepic you can depend on



t he undependable. His roomis over there to the right, if you don't mind being
bl asted for interrupting the maestro's rest!™

Cranston was at Sherly's heels as Sherly knocked on the door of the
roomette. Al the stars had them for making up

Concurrent with the sound of Sherly's knuckles on the door there was a
bl ast. Cranston | ooked at Sherly and said, "That was a shot and it did not
cone fromthe set! It sounds as if it cane frominside the room"

Sherly twi sted the doorknob, the door opened a trifle, but then sonething
stopped it.

Sherly and Cranston | eaned on the door, there was slow, giving
resi stance, but the door swayed and finally gave inch by slow inch. A body was
lying in front of the door, janmng it.

The room was pitch black. They coul d just make out the vague outlines of
the body on the floor. The body gasped in pain. A voice, |ow and indistinct,
munbl ed, "This has gotta stop. Another whack on the head and |I'm going to be
punchy!"

Bot h nen bent down and dragged the body out into the light. It was Flip
Hller and he was touching gently, with the tips of his fingers, a bunp on his
head the size of an egg.

"What happened?" Sherly's voice was crisp

“l... | don't know. | went into Sturmis room and as usual he had all the
shades down and the lights out. Hi s tenperanment demands bl ackness, he says.
VWl l, | opened the door expecting himto heave sonething at ne, and that's
all. Say, maybe he did heave a book or something and it conked ne."

"No book made that bunp!" Cranston was didactic.

"Then, | don't know. | opened the door, and zow e! Lights out!"

"Then you didn't hear the shot?" Sherly was getting nervous. He kept
| ooking at the partly opened door. \Wat |lay behind it?

"Shot? Good grief, no! What now?" Flip was curious.

He was getting groggily to his feet as Cranston and Sherly sinultaneously
wal ked towards the partly open door

He scow ed and felt the bunp on his head as he wat ched them

Inside the room Cranston's searching hand felt for and found a |ight
switch. He pressed it. There was a click, but nothing happened. The room
stayed dark.

"The light's out?" Sherly asked. "Here, | have a searchlight with ne."

The probing finger of |light noved restlessly around the room It nade a
searching circle that probed in ever wi dening arcs. There was bl ood on the
floor--a lot of it.

The searchlight found, |ost nonentarily, and then found again, the source
of the blood. Sturm body arched in pain, lay on the floor, next to a chaise
| ounge. The bl ood welled from his shoul der

His fingers were grasping at it, even though his eyes were closed in
unconsci ousness.

Cranston stepped to the wi ndows and rel eased the blinds. They whi pped up
with a racket and light flooded the room The |ight showed nore than Sturm To
one side on the floor, right next to an end table, there was a gun

Sherly | ooked fromthe gun to Sturm He then circled the room scanning
it with all his powers of concentration. "Wuld you call a doctor?"

Cranston left the roomwith a curious smle on his |ips.

Sherly, left to hinself, stepped over Sturm who was noaning a little in
pain. He | ooked at sone books that were on the end table. They lay in a
pecul i ar pattern

They made a rough sort of horseshoe shape. On the floor to one side of
the gun lay a book, open, on its back. Sherly | ooked fromthe book on the
floor back up to the pattern of books. The books were laid out in such a way
that a gun could have been set in them A book in front of themwould have
hel d the gun as though in an extenporaneous vise. O course, the recoil would
jar the books, knock the one in front off the table, knock the gun itself off



t he tabl e perhaps.

Sherly | ooked for a piece of string and found it in Sturm s breast
pocket. He | ooked for the string, because, caught on the trigger-guard of the
pistol, there was the tiniest wisp of cotton that Sherly thought nust have
cone fromthe cord

Sturm opened his eyes in time to see Sherly, one eye closed, squinting in
a straight line fromthe books on the table to the door knob on the door
Sherly nodded to hinself-- the string was | ong enough so that a | oop would
have extended fromthe door to the gun and around back agai n.

"My shoul der! Shot | have been. | |ay down on the couch and there was a
sound. A nman came into the roomfromthe wi ndow | could barely nmake out his
outline in the dark. Suddenly, | |eaped off the couch, neaning to run for the

door, but as | so did, there was a terrible pain in the back of ny shoul der
And... that is all."

Sherly | ooked at Sturm He smiled. "A strange figure in the dark... a
shot in the dark. Everything is in the dark, eh, Sturn®"

"You forgot about the... ah...dark figure clouting Flip Hiller in the
dark, didn't you? | wonder... do you think there'll be some of Flip's hair on
the barrel or butt of that pistol that the man in the dark so carel essly
forgot to take al ong?"

"FIip? What has he to do with all this?"

Sturm who had tried to raise himself up, groaned and fell back on the
floor as Cranston hurried in with a nman follow ng him

"Li eut enant Sherly, Doctor Place."

Sherly nodded to the doctor, who instantly got on his knees beside Sturm
H's probing fingers told himthe story. He said, "Nothing to worry about.
Seens to have gone straight in the back and on out the front. | don't think
this will take long to take care of."

"Providential, wasn't it, Sturm that the gunman hit you in such
a...shall we say, un-vital spot?" Sherly had found the bullet deep in the far
wal | of the room the wall away fromthe end table where the books were.

The bull et was enbedded in the wall, but Sherly's pen-knife gouged it
out. He juggled it in his hand.

"I think we can take you right to the hospital, M. Sturm 1'Il call the
conpany anbul ance." The doctor hurried fromthe room

Sherly still juggled the bullet in his hand. "Company hospital, conpany
anbul ance, conpany doctor, quite a little town, this studio is." Cranston was
| ooking fromthe books to the bullet and back agai n.

A matter of mnutes and Sturmwas |eaving the roomon a stretcher. As he
was taken out of the room Sherly said, |oud enough for himto hear, "Wat do
you think, M. Cranston? Wasn't it providential that the gunman was so careful
to avoid hitting a great man |ike Sturnf"

Cranston's wy snmile matched Sherly's. "It was indeed. Seens alnost as if
fate had a hel pi ng hand, doesn't it?"

This indeed was a case for The Shadow Wen fate hel ped out a man who, in
the privacy of his own hone, heiled the servant as though Hitler still |ived,
t hen anot her fate was due! An avenging one! One that crimnals the world over
knew and feared as they feared little el se! The Shadow

VI,

ON the set, the cast was ready to remake the parts of the picture that
Doster had been in. Gainsworthy hinmself was on the set. A harassed assi stant
director |ooked ready to tear his hair out in handfuls.

"Stars | have killed on me, directors get shot away! Anything to hold up
production. If this keeps up, it will be the npbst expensive non-epic ever
nmade! "

Gai nsworthy turned on the assistant director. "Get a wiggle on. See how
much you can do until Sturmis out of the hospital!"



"I will, J. G, I will... you'll see how good a director | really am"™

Cranston thought: Sherly looks a little relaxed for the first tine.

Sonehow, the process of making a nmovie went on. Cranston couldn't help
thi nking of the notto of the U S. Postal Service, the one about neither rain,
nor storm nor gl oom of night..

But the mal evol ent force here was nore to be dreaded than prineval forces
like wind, rain and storm for this was the doing of that nost dreadful of al
t hi ngs, evil man.

More to be feared than a jungle ani mal was nan when he went off the
track. Here was the nost cunning, vilest, nost dangerous of all forces... man!
The fight scene was bei ng shot over again when Cranston noticed that

Gai nsworthy was in a whispered conference with, of all people, Flip Hiller.

The odd duet left the set. Unnoticed, Cranston, brief case under arm
followed. Quite a bit of the day had slid away. The sky overhead was overcast.
Looked li ke the gags about sunny California were starting to come true. A
bl acker-than-jet cloud scurried across the sky.

Flip led his boss into a roomat the end of an alley that led off from
the conpany street. A sign on it read, "Prop Dept! Keep Qut! This Means You
And W Do Mean Absol utely!™

Cranston could not have foll owed the pair unnoticed. Therefore, Cranston
vani shed. A nonent |ater, inside the prop departnent, a shadowy formlurked in
a corner.

"I know it's none of mny business, J. G, but what in the world do you
want it for?"

"You're right!" was the ungraci ous answer.

"Huh? Ch. You nean it wasn't any of my business. kay."

The place was fascinating. At any other time The Shadow coul d have spent
hal f a day meandering around | ooking at the bizarre and outre things that
crowded the huge room Every conceivable gimmck in the world that could
possi bly be asked for by a witer was there, plus a few no witer had ever had
the tenerity to demand. Fromfloor to ceiling, swords, arnor, objets d' art
crowded shoul ders with raganmuffin clothes, strange guns, engines, glassware.
The list was literally endl ess.

Flip led his enmployer through the crowded alley that crossed the
cluttered room Above, suspended by wires fromthe ceiling, were things that
The Shadow realized were papier-mache dummes. At least, it was to be hoped
they were, for there was a full size Tiger tank, a whale and shark, as well as
an old, historical nodel, full size, of the first plane that flew across the
Engli sh Channel. It was a Bleriot.

Flip paused under the Bleriot and with unerring eye reached down in a
clutter. He said, "You wouldn't believe it, but | know exactly where
everything is.”

"I wouldn't believe it.'
up?"

In all the clutter of the place it was no problemfor The Shadow to nake
his way up behind the pair of men. Gainsworthy grunted as Flip handed him a
t or pedo- shaped obj ect.

"Now t he inner tube and a sharp knife."

"Right away, J. G"

The torpedo-shaped object was, The Shadow peered at it, a niniature,
scal e-nodel of a real torpedo. It was about three feet |ong.

"There you are."

Gai nsworthy took the inner tube, the knife and the torpedo and stal ked
off in silence. Flip followed himout with his eyes, shrugged and turned to
hi s work bench.

Gai nsworthy was in his private office. The desk, clear but for ten
t el ephones, was the recipient of his treasure trove fromthe prop departnment.
He used the knife to cut a | ong band out of the inner tube.

VWen he had a long strip, the length of the tube but about three inches
wi de, he turned in his chair and | ooked out the wi ndow. The bookcases t hat

Gai nsworthy was inpatient. "Can't you hurry it



lined the wall of his roomwere in shadow. One shadow, darker than the others,
hel d The Shadow in its encirclement. He watched as Gai nsworthy perforned a
seem ngly insane action. He tied one end of the rubber strip to a knob on the
drawer of his desk

He | ooked up fromhis work. Hi s eyes incuriously passed over that deep
shadow that faced himand went up to the top of the bookcases where a cl ock
ticked quietly.

He | ooked fromthe clock back out the wi ndow. Next he stood up, wal ked a
few feet and tied the other end of the strip of rubber to a door knob that
projected froma clothes closet. That done he sat down. He Iit a dollar cigar
puffed on it, |ooked at it accusingly as though it had turned into a cabbage
and then sat back.

Seemingly he was prepared to sit with the rubber sling all set, for quite
a tine.

But this wasn't true. Two puffs on the cigar, a quick | ook at the clock
on the wall, a reassuring ook at his wist watch and he opened a drawer in
his desk. He took out an envelope. It was black bordered |ike the one that
Geni a d adder had used the night before.

He opened still another drawer and took out a roll of scotch tape. He
ripped off a length of the tape and used it to fasten the bl ack-bordered
envel ope to the tail of the torpedo.

That acconplished he took another glance at the clock, sighed, and picked
up the torpedo, set it in the mddle of his huge inmpronptu sling shot. He
pointed the torpedo at the open w ndow.

He was so preoccupi ed that The Shadow risked a | ook out the wi ndow. To do
this he had to step out into the light. Qut the w ndow The Shadow coul d see
the high white wall that surrounded the novie factory. That was all he could
see, so a nonent later found himback in the protection of the shadows.

Gai nsworthy, |ooking strangely |like a fat boy engaged in sonme childish
gane, drew the rubber taut. A final glance at the tinme, a sigh, and there was
a hunm ng snap. The torpedo sped out the w ndow

Instantly Gai nsworthy busied hinmself renmoving all signs of what he had
been doing. In seconds the rubber strip was safely in a drawer, the cigar was
re-lit and for all the world could see there was a prom nent business man at
wor k.

He picked up one of the nultitude of phones and snapped. "You can |et
calls come through again, any tine now "

The door opened and a frantic | ooking secretary cane in. She was al
upset about some matters that had come up that only J. G could handle. The
open door took The Shadow away and left the great man to grapple with his
busi ness.

Qutside the wall, The Shadow | ooked up and down the street. No sign of
Shrevvie's cab. That was good. The Shadow waited. Five, ten m nutes passed and
then, tired and squealing, brakes conplaining, the cab appeared.

The Shadow was in it before it quite stopped moving. "Well?"

"Cee, dat was funny... not ha ha... the other kind of funny!"

"I know what kind of funny you nean, what happened?"

"I"'mwaitin out here Iike you said | oughta. Nothin' happens for a | ong

tinme. Then, all of a sudden like, | see sonetin' cone tru de air! It |ooks
like a shell, see?

Wiile I'mblinkin', a car conmes around the corner. It sorta slows down,
and | just get a gander at what |ooks like a fireman's net. Ya know, de kind

dat people jump outa buildings into, stuck out the back of de car, it's hung
on some poles. The timn' was the nuts. The car stops--a second or two--and
the shell drops into de net and de car is off!

"I"'mright after it. | can just make out sonme jerk in the front seat.
He's speedin' along pulling the poles and de net into de car. He's a busy
little bee, on acounta his whol e shoulder is all bandaged up! It remni nded ne
of a one armed paperhanger wid de hives!"

"Cet to the point. Were did the car go?"



"Well, dats where de sad part comes in. I'mon top of him see, |like he
was draggin' me wid himon a tow chain. Al of a sudden he cuts through a red
light. | try to follow and a cop gets ne! Look!"

Shrevvie held up a traffic ticket for The Shadow to | ook at. Shrevvie
said proudly, "De first one | ever got in dis town!"

He knew who the man in the car was, of course, but he had wanted to know
where his hideout was. Blacknailers are not too fond of banks and it was a ten
to one chance that the hideaway held all the noney he had mulcted fromthe
peopl e who were bei ng bl acknuail ed.

He had to reassure Shrevvie, for he | ooked ready to weep about his
failure. "It doesn't matter, we have other strings to our bow. Head downtown.
I"mcurious to see what, if anything, Sherly has found out."

At the police headquarters. Cranston, who had changed in the cab, wal ked
into the station house. He thought that all police stations had a famly
resenbl ance, fromthe architecture to the snell which was a conposite of
peopl e and ol d dead ci gars.

Sherly wal ked towards Cranston, a smile splitting his face. "H, glad you
found your way through the concrete jungle. Sit down."

" Anyt hi ng new?"

"Just that Sturmrefused to stay in the hospital. He had his shoul der
bandaged after they cleaned out the wound and carried on till they let himgo.
The doctor warned himthat it wasn't a smart thing to do, that it mnight have
r eper cussi ons. "

"I see."

"He said sonething under his breath about not being a decadent denocr at
i ke nost of the people here."

Wil e Cranston chatted amiably in the safety of a police station, a
strange tel ephone conversation was being carried on. Two nen were speaking;
one said, "Can | talk to you?"

The other said, "You ain't said anything yet, bub."

"I"'msaying it now I'Il pay ten grand if you can do it!"

"Fer that nmuch cabbage, there ain't many things me and the boys can't
do."

"Here are your directions..."

Cranston shook hands with Sherly and left the police station. Sherly sat
still for along tine after Cranston left. He felt that he was in sone kind of
norass. Every turn was bl ocked. He coul dn't make any progress. Sonmehow he had
a great deal of faith in the quiet certainty of Lanbnt Cranston that the
killer would fall into the hands of the police. As far as Sherly could see,
the bl ackmailer-killer was in an inpregnable position. Nothing led to him
with anything that even renotely resenbl ed evi dence.

Back in the cab, Cranston switched into the cape and bl ack sl ouch hat
again. The skies were fulfilling their pronise. A down-coming torrent nmade a
bl anket of rain.

At the nonent that Cranston ordered Shrevvie to drive back to the studio,
a series of nen in trench coats, braving the rain, were circulating along the
street that ran past the side of the studio.

None of the nmen spoke. They noved with the air of men who had rehearsed
their roles, and perfornmed thema hundred tines. There was a certainty to the
way they noved.

Their hands jamed into the deep pockets of the trench coats, slouch hats
pul | ed down over their faces, they paced off the block. There were ten of
them The positions they took spaced off the area so that they conmanded it
perfectly.

The Shadow had not wanted it known he was in Hollywood. But there was one
man who, hearing the faint faraway sound of The Shadow s sinister |augh, had
realized what was up. To this man, a threat of The Shadow s kind was j ust
somet hing that was taken care of in the due course of certain noves. The tine
had come for those noves to be set in progress. Therefore, ten nmen stood in
the pouring rain with their hands deep in their pockets. It was as sinple, to



the man who had ordered it, as two plus two.

The Shadow was a threat to his designs, therefore The Shadow was to be
wi ped out. Knowing that the studio was the crux of all maneuvers, the nman knew
t hat The Shadow sooner or |ater woul d appear at the studio. The nmen, rain
drenched, were prepared to stay there till they killed The Shadow

A cab careening in the rain sped up the street. It slanmed to a halt. As
t hough connected by invisible threads, the ten nen becane taut. Through the
rai n-soaked cloth, the outlines of the guns they held showed silent prom se of
i nstant deat h.

The door of the cab opened.

I X

ONE of the trench-coated nmen, finger tight on the trigger, shot through
the cloth of the pocket of his coat. He had seen a flurry of black start out
t hrough the door. The bullet slamed into the open door

Shrevvi e shouted, "Hey, what cooks?"

The Shadow, warned by the slamm ng shot, pulled the door to, and snapped,
"Up onto the sidewal k...ride right through the gates!"

Since Shrevvie had not yet shifted out of gear, he ramred his foot down
to the floorboards. The cab | eaped forward. The Shadow, | ooking carefully
through the rear-view mrror, saw the ten men convergi ng.

One of themtook a snap shot at the silhouette of his head.

But The Shadow had thrown hinself flat on the floor of the car. Shrevvie
bent way over the wheel, steering straight for the iron grill-work doors that
barred the way into the studio.

On the street, the nmen, all pretence of suavity of action gone, had their
guns drawn. Shots hailed on the rear of the cab

Broken gl ass rained down fromthe rear wi ndow. The Shadow, hand on gun
eeled his way up the side of the cab and flicked a shot out through the jagged
opening in the w ndow.

Across the street, a man groaned and fell.

One of the nmen yelled, "He's getting inside, get himnow or else..."

The studi o gat ekeeper, gaping in astoni shnent, stood for a nonment in
front of the careening car as it drove at the iron gates.

"Hey! You can't do that!"

But they could. They had tol

The cab snashed down the gates which crunpled |like paper in front of the
bunper.

The attacking nen advanced in a serried row. They were aimng at the
tires of the cab now One of the wheels slunped dispiritedly.

Fromthe rear wi ndow of the car, The Shadow sent a fusillade. Two nen
dropped, one holding an arm the other's leg swiveling out fromunder him

I nsi de the cab, The Shadow dropped one of his guns, enpty now He
instantly drew another. The cab sl ewed under him The bl own-out tire was not
hel ping matters any.

The nmen were inside the gate now. One of themclouted the protesting
gat e-keeper with the barrel of his gun. Another said, "W got him The cab's
gonna clinmb that polel™

Shrevvie westled the wheel wildly; the car seened insane. Wth the
traction of one wheel gone, the others slick fromthe rain, the car was
starting a slow spin. It increased in speed.

VWeel ing around |ike an amusenment park attraction, the car slanmed to a
halt agai nst one of the pretentious street signs that dotted the studio
streets.

I nside the cab The Shadow spoke briefly. "That doorway... |'Il cover
you. "

The cab, bent around the pole, cane to a sudden jarring halt. One of the



doors sl ammed open as though forced to by the crash. The door opened ri ght
towards the protection The Shadow pointed to. Shrevvie crouched down. There
was an unprotected three feet to cover

The Shadow, kneeling on the back seat, commanded the situation. The car's
back was at an angle to the attacki ng gunmen as they ran up

"Now " The Shadow s word was a command. Shrevvie | eaped fromhis seat
t hr ough t he door.

The Shadow opened a barrage on the nmen. They halted, |ooked for cover.

Shrevvie's leap carried himinto the safety of the doorway. Fromthere he
wat ched as the nmen, scurrying for cover, dropped behind stanchions, slid
behi nd out croppi ngs of walls, and nmade ready to finish the job they had
start ed.

They were five now, who had been ten

Shrevvie junped as a hand descended on his shoul der. A voice asked, "What
makes? Sonmebody on location in the street?"

It was Flip. He | ooked through the door, took one | ook at what was goi ng
on and faded back. He said, "Cone on, this is no place for neatballs Iike us."

Shrevvi e stepped back further into the protection of the door as a
ricocheting bullet sped by his ear.

In the cab, The Shadow hunched way over in one corner and laid his gun on
the smal | est unexposed section he could find. There was silence for the
nonent .

But the nen were just waiting for some chance to get him It would have
been suicidal for themto have shown thenselves until there was sone kind of
di versi on.

It cane!

Across the street stepped Genia d adder. She had cone out of one of the
Admi ni stration buildings and fromher calm unhurried walk it was obvious that
she had not heard, or if she had, paid no attention to the sound of gun fire.

She wal ked directly into the no man's | and that stretched between the
back of the cab and the cover that the nmen were crouched behind.

One of them covered by her body, snapped a shot at the cab. The Shadow,
powerless to return the fire, ducked.

Geni a, eyes popped wide in horror, screaned.

In an instant one of the nen | eaped fromcover, threw an arm around Geni a
and dragged her down behind his barricade. Her head projected up above the ash
can.

Her screans poured out in a never-endi ng crescendo.

The Shadow, unable at the nmonent to go to her aid, concentrated on an arm
that he saw projecting fromthe angle of a building. He sent a bullet smashing
into the arm The armfell, then, as in slow notion, the man to whomt he
fractured arm bel onged fell slowy forward and onto his face.

Genia's voice, hoarse with horror, nmade an obbligato to the crash of the
bull ets. The man who hel d her forced her arm up behind her back in a hamer
| ock, then, the pain nmastering her, he forced her to stand erect. Wth the
flesh of his human shield before himhe paced slowy forward.

Fromthe street outside the studio, the whining, keening sound of a
police siren cut through the rain-laden air.

CGeni a heard the wel cone sound and screaned again, |ouder.

The Shadow was hel pl ess as the gunman stepped nearer, ever nearer the
cab. Genia's body covered all but sparse inches of the nman who crouched behind
her. The Shadow didn't dare risk the superhuman, accurate sharp-shooting that
woul d be necessary to sink a bullet in the man's flesh

Thr ough the smashed studi o gate police poured.

A sudden sil ence descended.

The man who used Genia as a defense, said suddenly in a | ow carrying
voice, "Tell themto get out quick, or I'll kill this gal!"

The police, guns drawn, were hesitant. The street before them | ooked |ike
a scene froma gangster novie, the crashed cab, the guns, the bodies |ying
helter-skelter, and the man who held Genia d adder captive. It was an inpasse



The man poked his gun up through the space between Genia's arm and her
body. He sent a bullet into the back of the cab where The Shadow was; then
slowy, ever so slowy, he began to step backward towards the police.

He spoke again. "You cops can shoot... but any bullet that hits ne wll
tighten my finger the fraction of an inch it needs to send a shot through
her!"

He was stepping delicately over the weckage of the gate now

The few others who still were functioning began to follow his retreat.

And then, when it |ooked |Iike the inpasse was unbreakabl e, Genia took a
chance!

The man had rel axed his grasp on her armjust a trifle and it was this
t hat she took advant age of!

She threw herself forward, on her face. The sudden unexpected novenent
caught the man off guard. Her weight carried her forward, breaking his hold.
He was of f step, caught off bal ance.

He stood a nonent stupidly, |ooking down at the nost gl anorous woman in
America, who sprawl ed in an ungraceful heap and then, regaining his wits, he
turned to run, his gun up and pointed at the nearest cop

It was then that The Shadow fired. The shot hit right where The Shadow
had planned it, catching himbehind the knees. He fell forward just m ssing
Geni a.

That ended the affair. The police collared the few remaini ng gunmen.

One of the police stepped toward the cab that had been the target of al
t he shooting. He was curious as to whom or what had caused the hol ocaust. But
when he peered into the diminside of the back of the cab, it was enpty. The
Shadow was gone.

The cop shrugged and turned to see his aides handcuffing the men who
still stood. Anbulances were in order for the others. Genia stunbled to her
feet Her hands, even in that nmoment, went to her hair in that fem nine gesture
of reassurance that all was well with her coiffure.

She stepped over the man who had held her prisoner and by sone freak of
fate stunbled in that step.

A strange and grotesque thing happened. Her hands still patting at her
hair, clenched in the monent of stunbling, and her hair came off!

It was stunning in its unexpectedness.

One second the nobst gl anbrous woman in America stood there--and the next,
a grotesque, weird-1ooking woman with her bald head shining even in the
crepuscul ar light of the rainy day, was there.

Wth the cessation of the shooting, curious heads poked out of all the
bui | di ngs that surrounded the battle field. Eyes were everywhere, and all of
them were focussed on that naked head.

Genia's face contorted. Her nouth opened but no sounds cane out.
Seemingly she had screaned her |ast scream There was no enotion left to
grapple with this last nost unprecedented happening!

From a discreet corner, the blob of blackness that conceal ed The Shadow
made a sound. It was an indrawing of breath. So that was the explanation! The
Shadow | aughed soundl essly. One more of the blackmailer's secrets was now
revealed to the world at |arge

X.

LI EUTENANT SHERLY, notified of the shooting affray by radio, |eaped from
the dolly car that had raced to the entrance of the studio.

He arrived just in tine to see CGenia, hands pathetically attenpting to
cover the nakedness of her pate, run off the street into the protection of a
door.

He did a doubl e-take and then surveyed the scene. The battle was
secondary in his mnd to what he had just witnessed. So that was the
expl anati on of how the bl ackmail er had extorted noney from Geni a.



The slightest runor that she was bald woul d have done nore to ruin her
gl anorous reputation than any other thing in the world.

Don Barron wal ked up to Sherly. "Well, now the whole world knows about
Genia. | thought fromthe begi nning that she was foolish to |l et herself be
bl acknmail ed for that. After all, you know how it happened, don't you?"

"Not being a nmind reader, no."

"It was that first U.S.O trip she took. The one that went to the South
Pacific. She caught a tropical fever there--the end results you just saw"

Sherly nodded. "What a pity. For doing a patriotic duty, that dirty rat
bl ackmai |l ed her!"

Sherly wal ked away from Barron, shaking his head. He was beginning to
conceive a deep hatred for the blackmailer in the case that went far beyond
duty. He yearned to inflict physical violence on him

"What is going on?" Sturm s heavy voice was inquiring.

Sherly, startled, |ooked at the director. H's eyes went fromthe bandaged
shoul der to the bull neck and then to the nmonocle that seemed glued in Sturms
eye. "You don't know anything about all this, | suppose?"

"OfF course not. | was resting nmy wound when | heard a racket. Such a
noi se! It sounded like a battle! Gun shots, scream ng! Such things, ach!"

Sherly clenched his fists and turned away. He wat ched an anbul ance draw
up in front of the studio and counted to ten before he spoke. "Everyone out of
here till we get this ness cleared up.”

In anot her part of the studio The Shadow watched as Shrevvi e | ooked
around the set with awe-struck eyes. Shrevvie was unaware that he was under
scrutiny. He said to hinself, "Wat a place... geeze..."

Flip Hller was still with Shrevvie. He was evidently enjoying the
i mpression the studi o was having on Shrevvie. He pointed to the handwiting on
the wall. "That appeared there, slowy, as though an invisible giant were
witing it!"

Shrevvie was suitably inpressed. Qut of the corner of his eye he saw Tony
Hunter wal k by. Hunter had a strange air about him He | ooked hunted.

The Shadow noticed this air too. He followed, at a discreet distance, the
trail that Hunter made. Hunter was careful, his eyes were everywhere. He
| ooked over his shoul der repeatedly, but never noticed the shadows deepening
behind him At the end of a corridor he took a deep breath and, with an air of
resol ution, opened a door and went in.

The Shadow eavesdropped outside the door. He heard, "You fool! Wy did
you cone here, of all places?"

Anot her voice, not Hunter's, said neekly, "But | had to see you!"

There was an undertone beneath the neekness, as though it were just
assuned, that really the speaker was not neek at all.

The voice said, "This can't go on, we nmust get together nore!"

Hunter, furious, said, "O all times! Wy?"

"You know as well as I!"

"Uh huh... but... not now"

"We nust discuss the nmurder... there are too many | oose ends, and you
know it!"

At this point the hard clatter of heels down the hall nade The Shadow
fade away fromthe door to the screen of darkness along the edge of the hall.

The heel s belonged to Sherly. He paused at the door ready to knock, but
then as the voices were raised in dissension he paused, and took The Shadow s
pl ace as eavesdropper. He | ooked astounded at what he heard. He listened for
perhaps two minutes and then, w thout knocking, slamred the door open

As the door flew open, The Shadow heard Hunter say, "Now beat it! The
wi ndow. "

Thr ough the open door, The Shadow had a cl ear view over Sherly's
shoul der. A fleeting formwas at the wi ndow, one leg half over the sill.
Sherly, gun in hand, said, "Stop! | want to talk to you!"

Hunter said, "Really, Lieutenant, aren't you exceedi ng your authority?"

The man, the nmeek-voiced little man, was gone.



Sherly el bowed Hunter to one side and | ooked out the wi ndow, gun in hand.

He shook his head. "l could have nabbed himif you hadn't stepped in the way,
Hunter. | shan't forget this!"
"Since this whole thing is none of your concern, Sherly. | find your

actions a little bizarre, to put it mldly."

Sherly caught himself just in time. No point in giving away the dammi ng
words he had overheard: "Tonight... we'll get together and kill himoff;
that'Il clear the air a little!" And the voice had been Hunter's!

The Shadow was gone, a fleeting smle curving his lips, by the tine that
Sherly hard-heel ed his way out of the room

Sherly stonped off down the hallway, his mind in turmil. Was it possible
that, for all the evidence, Sturmwas not behind this horrible ness of nurder
mayhem and bl ackmail ? Uneasily he reviewed his slender store of facts.
Preoccupi ed as he was, he stepped out right in the full hard stare of a
canera's lens. He had unknow ngly stepped out onto a set where actors were
busily at work.

"Cut! Mein Cott, was ever nman so beset!" Sturmwas in a rage.

Sherly apol ogi zed and got out of the way. He was a little surprised at
the way the studio continued to grind out film come what mi ght.

Al'l human evi dence of the battle on the conpany street had been renoved
when Sherly arrived there. The gate was still smashed; men were at work
repairing it. A tow car was dragging the wecked remains of Shrevvie's cab
away fromthe pole it had wapped itself around.

Lanont Cranston, inpeccably dressed, an interested expression on his
face, strode towards the lieutenant. "Quite a bit of excitement going on, eh
Sher | y?"

"That's an understatenent if | ever heard one, Cranston. Those thugs are
bei ng questi oned down at the station, but |I have an idea that we're not going
to learn nuch fromthem | inmagine they were hired in the dark and given an
assignment... an assignnent of death.

"They seemto have fallen down on their assignment..."

"I can't imagi ne who they were gunning for. The gatenman must have seen
too many novies. He's gibbering about a man in the back seat of the cab who
was dressed in a black cape and a big black slouch hat..."

"Curious... it was this stranger whomthe gunnen were shooting at?"

"Seemi ngly. |'ve questioned the cab driver and he's strangely vague about
t he whol e thing. Says he barely noticed the passenger in the cab and that he
drove through the gate automatically, scared stiff by the gun play!"

Cranston sniled to hinself. Leave it to Shrevvie to play it safe till he
figured out which way the wi nd was bl ow ng.

"Some new el enments have entered the case, all of them confusing, at |east
to ny addl ed brain."

Cranston couldn't blame Sherly for being mxed up. It was a confusing
case. One that The Shadow was admirably adapted to!

"I"'mgoing to take this hackie down to headquarters for questioning.
don't like the idea of a New York cabbie comng here and i nmedi ately getting
i nvol ved in a shooting scrape!"”

"While you're at it, you m ght double your guard on the persons invol ved
in the case. | have an idea that there may well be sone activity this
eveni ng! "

Cranston had nore than an idea about this; he knew the evening would hold
excitenent.

Sherly jabbed his thunb at a "black maria" that was out in front of the
studi 0. One of the cops grabbed Shrevvie by the arm and gui ded hi mthere.
Shrevvie risked a ook at Cranston. Cranston, face turned from Sherly, gave
Shrevvie a wi nk of reassurance. Shrevvie visibly straightened up. He | ooked
his old cock-sure self.

"What's de etiquette to getting' on one of dese? Do | go in before de cop
or after?"

The cop was in no nmood for gaiety and frivolity. He pushed Shrevvie into



the black maria. Then he cl osed the door and | ocked it.

It drove away with Shrevvie | ooking out through the screening on the back
door.

Cranst on wat ched hi m go, then spoke to Sherly. "Wat's your plan of
attack. Lieutenant?"

"Are you ki ddi ng?"

"You nust have sone rough idea..."

"Yes, I'mgoing to do nmy best to keep these characters fromkilling each
other off. That's about all | can see to do at this tinme."

"I'f I were you I'd go on the assunption that practically all the
principals in the case are being blacknmailed."

"You think the killer is that powerful, eh?"

"l do indeed!"
They bot h wat ched Gai nsworthy pace back and forth in his office. H's body
showed t hrough his wi ndows. He went back and forth, restlessly, like a caged

ani mal .

Cranston and Sherly turned away fromthe scene.

"Seens a bit upset, doesn't he? Not that | blame him" Sherly didn't
bl ame anyone for being upset.

"Yes, the conpany is losing noney every minute that this goes on. He nust
have his stockholders on his mnd. As well as a few other things!"

Later, much later, The Shadow moved through the darkened, cavernous,
crowded prop departnment. He searched calmy and nmethodically for an object
even nmore bizarre than any that had so far been used in this case. He found
what he was | ooking for and handl ed a | ong rubber hose. A satisfied smle
appeared on his face.

He had one nore thing to do and then he was going on the trail of the
killer! That night, The Shadow was to meet his antagonist, hand to hand! And
surely under the strangest circunstances that he had ever grappled with a
master of evil machinations.

Under the bl ackness of The Shadow s cloak there was a | arge package. It
bul ked up unconfortably. He shifted it fromone armto the other restlessly.
Hs vigil so far was an unrewardi ng one. He was on the beach of the
Paci fic down bel ow Laguna. As far as the eye could see there was sand, water,
and air. The rain had settled down to a gentle persistent fall that seened due

to last all night.

Suddenly a sound caught The Shadow s ears. He flattened down behind the
sand dune that gave himshelter. A car drove off the road and out onto the
sand. It was about two hundred yards away.

He watched as a figure got out of the auto. Something was roped to the
roof of the car. The figure reached up, untied the ropes and dragged a snall
canoe off the roof.

Monents later, the canoe was in the water. The figure was in the canoe
and a paddle dug deep into the fairly quiet water of the Pacific.

Then, and not till then, The Shadow opened the package that he had
carried under his arm Hi s cape cane off, followed by his hat.

There was no one there to see...but if they had, fear would have been
aroused, for in seconds a figure that seemed to have cone from anot her pl anet
pl odded heavily across the sand towards the ocean

A huge round head of clear plastic | ooked carefully around and then the
| eaden-footed, rubber-suited figure went out into the water. Knee deep, then
shoul der deep and finally the water was |level with the big bul bous head.

The diving-suited figure of The Shadow vani shed beneath the water.

A searchlight at The Shadow s belt cut a short swath through the water.
The Shadow got his bearings and flicked the |ight off and wal ked t hrough the
wat er. Fronds of underwater vegetable life pulled at him Frightened school s



of fish raced away fromthe nacabre figure that stal ked |ike vengeance through
their nightmare worl d.

It was a long hard struggle, but at its end The Shadow was directly under
the canoe that was at rest about five feet overhead.

The canoer seened to be having trouble in keeping the canoe in the
sl oughs of the waves; he was evidently set to keep the canoe there till sone
predeternined time. The Shadow | ooked around as best he could in the silent
bl ackness of the sea.

About ten feet away there was an outcropping of rock. The Shadow nade his
way there and sank down behind it. He regulated the fl ow of oxygen fromthe
tank on his back. He had purchased one of the nost up-to-date suits that the
Navy had devel oped. It nmade a diver a conpletely free agent capabl e of staying
under water for hours at a tine.

It was cold down there and The Shadow hoped the vigil would not be too
lengthy. His eyes were getting a little accustomed to the strange grayness of
the under water.

The canoe up above still held to approximately the same location. If al
went well, The Shadow should, in a matter of minutes, watch the killer, whose
machi nati ons were causing so nuch fear, cone stal king through the water.

There in the nmurk, barely perceptible, another man-from Mars figure cane
dragging its feet. The round netal head | ooked up

It evidently saw t he vague, anorphous outlines of the canoe above it. It
got directly under the outline and waited, arnms outstretched. M nutes passed,
anxi ous, full of suspense, and then silently, for there were no sounds here,
an outline came slowy down through the water. It was a box, made of netal
about a foot long and ten inches high.

The diving-suited figure pushed the trailing hose that led to the back of
t he hel met out of the way.

It seened to take hours for the box to sway its slow way down. It fel
into the waiting arnms. The figure instantly turned on its heels and wal ked,
not towards the shore, but out to sea, heading seemingly for Japan

The Shadow waited till the figure was al nost out of sight--a matter of a
nere ten feet--and then slowy foll owed.

It was a chase, an underwater chase that might |lead to death at any
nmonent !

Qut, out till The Shadow began to wonder how | ong this insane
Al'i ce-in-Wnderland scene could conti nue!
Finally, the figure with the box under its armstood still. It was

evidently going to wait to be pulled up. But that didn't happen

I nst ead, The Shadow | engt hened his stride and descended on the figure.
Gray, formess in the strange darkness, he paced towards the diving suit that
housed the man behind the dreadful deeds, the man who had nade a doubl e
feature of death and destruction in the fairyland of Holl ywood!

The figure, nonentarily paralyzed with surprise, for it was as unexpected
as a bolt of lightning, didn't even nove till The Shadow had grabbed the box
fromits unresisting arns.

Consternation gave way to rage! The figure whipped a | ong, razor-sharp
knife fromits belt and | eaped through the water at The Shadow, who stepped
back.

It was like a scene in a slownotion silent novie. No sounds of conbat,
no heaving of strained lungs, just the eerie, all-pervading silence and the
ferocious figure, hand, knife-fanged, whipping slowy through the water. But
al t hough the stroke was slow, just as slow had to be The Shadow s response,
for the water was heavy on his figure. It took seconds to | aunch a bl ow and
nore eternal seconds for the blow to |and.

The very tip of the knife grazed the side of The Shadow s rubber suit. In
a notion like that of a bull fighter, who nerely noves his hips in order to
avoid the bull's lunge, The Shadow evaded the stroke.

The slightest rip in the protecting suit neant death--death by drowning!

The figure drew its arm back and set itself for another blow The Shadow,



metal box in hand, raised it like a shield as the knife tip came at his
stomach like the delicate probe of a wasp's stinger

The box came up in front of The Shadow just in tine. On land, a blow |like
that landing at right angles on a metal box woul d have shattered the knife
bl ade to fragnents. Here in this nightmare world, the knife slid off the netal
box and by acci dent al nost achieved what it had failed to do by design, for
the ricochet carried the knife off the box and around at The Shadow s si de!

Xl .

CURI QUSLY enough, while this duel to the death was taking place, The
Shadow s mind, or part of it, was on sonething else. He was thinking, as he
nmoved his hips the scant millimeter that saved his side fromthe fang of the
knife, that he had been right: his thought as to why Genia had sent the toy
submarine to sea had been correct.

She had been instructed to place the blackmail tribute in the toy and
send it out to sea. The bl ackmailer had been under water in his diving suit
wai ting, probably with a net. Wen the toy had cone through the water, it had
been child's play to net the submarine and the noney! Wat better cover for
the blackmailer's identity than tons and untold tons of sea water!

But this was hardly the tinme for proof of the fact that The Shadow, as
al ways, had known! The knife, the ever-present nenace, was curving down in a
stroke ained at The Shadow s shoul der. He got the protecting box in the way at
the | ast possibl e second and wondered how rmuch | onger it would take for his
plan to take effect!

At just that second, the blackmailer's weapon cane in and under The
Shadow s guard! The knife tip touched, tore, and ripped through the side of
the suit! Water took the place of beneficent air in the protecting suit!

Si mul t aneously, The Shadow s plan came to fruition; for w thout even
grabbi ng the box that had now fallen from The Shadow s hands, the other
diving-suited figure grabbed frantically at the guide-rope that was his exit
to the world of air!

As The Shadow felt the swirl of cold water at his body, the other man was
bei ng dragged up through the water! It was obvious that he was in distress!

H s hands clawed at his throat! He dropped the knife!

It came down through the water slowy, like a plunmet descending on the
fallen box, that had been the prize in the deadly struggle.

Up above on the surface of the water, a nan reached down and dragged the
diving-suited figure out of the water. The rescued man's hands nmade feebl e

notions at the diving helnmet and then fell linply at the figure's side. The
hel per unscrewed the butterfly nuts that had held the helmet in place.
The hel per thought wildly, "Now |I'Il see his face!l Something' s gone

wrong! He seenms to have passed out!"

The hel met was of f and beady eyes | ooked at the head that had cone out
fromthe protection of the metal helnet. The hel per grunted, for the man had a
cloth mask covering his face. His hands went out to rip the protecting piece
of fabric free!

Under the water The Shadow struggled in the deadly enbrace of the seal It
woul d never do to surrender to Neptune.

There was only one thing to do, and it neant risking the bends, for The
Shadow had no idea how deep in the water the fight had carried him He turned
on the valve of the oxygen tank all the way. A huge bl ast of conpressed gas
spurted down and bl ew out all around him The shattered, ripped remants of
the suit ballooned out around him A huge bubble forned that blasted himup
through the water like a jet-propelled mssile.

He burst through the water and out into the air. So it was that he was
witness to a nurder! For the first time The Shadow had to stay hel pl essly by,



whi | e death was dol ed out!

He shrugged as much of the suit fromhimas he could, and ducked his head
under water, releasing the diving helnet and letting it slide off. Last and
nost troubl esome were the diving boots; those heavy, |eaden things that were
trying to drag hi mback down to death bel ow the surface.

In varied fragnents then, |ike sone phantasmagoric novie, in the short
seconds when his eyes were free of the water, The Shadow saw various parts of
a nmurder take place on the boat!

Hs first vision was of a man whose body was still in a diving suit but
whose head was free, replacing a mask over his face. Another man facing him
was drawi ng away.

Then it was under the water and up again. This tinme The Shadow saw t he
diving-suited figure raise a marlin-spike high

The Shadow didn't see the bl ow descend. |Instead, the next tine his eyes
were clear of water, he saw the man who had been hit on the head falling
backwards off the deck of the boat.

That was all. The man never cane up, and by the time The Shadow rid
hi nsel f of the |ead shoes, it was too | ate. The nan was gone!

The Shadow was no sooner rid of his encunbrances than he began to swim
for the boat. But again it was too late. There was a sudden splutter as the
motor turned over; then it caught, revved up and sped away, far too fast for
even The Shadow.

Pursuit woul d have been fruitless. The Shadow filled his lungs, realizing
that his surge up fromunder the water had not been over twenty feet all told.
Al t hough at that breathless tine it had seened nore |ike two hundred, he took
a deep breath and dove under agai n.

He forced his way down with difficulty now that the weight of his boots
was gone. Blinking his eyes in the salt water, he could just see the netal box
lying on the sand. Powerful breaststroke by breaststroke, he nade his way down
toit. Then grasping it, he let the pressure carry himup

Hi s head broke water. It was quite a distance off shore and the water was
getting rougher. But it was no task for The Shadow. Forcing the box into the
top of his pants, under his belt, he nmade for shore using a seeningly |azy
side stroke that was deceptively powerful.

On shore, dripping wet, The Shadow donned the cl oak and hat and soon the
beach was as silent and enpty as it had been in prineval days before nan cane
to break the silence with his puny plans.

In his hotel room Lamont Cranston, hair brushed, inpeccable as al ways,
donned a dressing gown and seated hinself before a fireplace. At his side were
an ash tray, cigars, and the netal box!

It was a puzzle box of sone kind, for there was no keyhole. The lid nade
a fine line where it joined the box proper. Air-tight and certainly
water-tight, it was adnmirable for what its purpose had been

Al t hough Cranston knew what the box contained, he was still anxious to
get it open. He lifted the box and shook it. There was no sound. Sonetines
t hese puzzl e boxes had a marble in themwhich had to be rolled into a specific
position before the box would open. This was not such a one.

A razor bl ade nade no ingress. Cranston stared at the box thoughtfully.
There was no design to hide any noving slats. There could be but one solution

He smiled as he picked up the phone. "Room service, please." He waited.
Then, "I know this is going to sound a little peculiar, but is there a magnet
anywhere that | might borrow?"

In a New York hotel, or anywhere but here in Los Angel es, such a request
m ght have given a hotel enployee pause. But not here. A bored, blase voice
asked, "How big would you like that, sir?"

Cranston grinned and said. "Ch, alnbst any size will do. Not smaller than
three inches, however."

Ten minutes later Cranston answered a knock at the door. A bell hop stood



there, silver salver held out. On a doily in the center of the salver was a
hor se shoe magnet about six inches |ong.

"Anything else, sir?" The bell boy's face was calm

"No, that'll be all. Cranston flipped the boy a quarter and took the
nmagnet .

As soon as the door was closed again, Cranston put the poles of the
magnet agai nst the side of the box. Nothing happened. Slowy he passed the
magnet all around the box. Nothing.

Then in ever-dimnishing circles, he noved the magnet around the bottom
of the box. Finally there was a nmuffled click

Cranston put the magnet down. He pushed the cover. It slid back. As he
had known, it was jam packed full of noney. What he hadn't known was how nuch
woul d be there.

It was a staggering amount. He counted out the money and arranged it in
neat piles in front of him One hundred thousand dollars in conpletely
unmarked bills. Quite a haul. Particularly when one realized that it was a
smal | percentage of the blackmailer's conplete take.

Cranston stacked the nmoney back in the box and closed it. He passed the
magnet under the box causing the catch inside the box to | ock again.

Here in his hands he had the wherewithal to trap the nurderous
mal ef act or.

The lights out, Lanmont Cranston slept.

The sun that rose the followi ng norning |looked as if it had been placed
in the sky by the California Chanber of Commerce. It began a day that was to
see the culmnation of the case of The Shadow versus the Bl ackest Mail

Li eutenant Sherly was at his desk at headquarters. He was readi ng sone
typewitten reports. They were not very conducive to optimsm Sturm had |eft
his house early the previous night and gotten rid of his trailer sonewhere
above Laguna Beach. Sherly wondered if that had any connection with the case.

He was still wondering when Lamont Cranston, brief case under one arm and
a package under the other, walked into the office and smled a good norning.

He threw t he package onto Sherly's desk and said, "Take a look in there!"

Sherly ripped the paper off the package and stared at the netal box that
had responded to the nagnet for Cranston, the night before.

"What's in it?"

"One hundred thousand dollars in coin of the realm It's part of the
bl ackmai | er's boodl e that he's m ssed out on!"

"How does it open?"

Cranston threw the nmagnet onto the desk. He showed Sherly how to use it.
Sherly sat and stared at the treasure that was revealed. He let his breath out
in a long susurration.

"Whew... this case is even bigger than I had thought!"

"It's not picayune, that's a sure thing." Cranston answered, as he picked
up the report on Sturm "My |?"

"OfF course." Sherly wasn't very interested in anything but the box ful
of mnoney.

"So Sturmwas on the | oose. Anyone else that we're interested in?"

"Flip Hiller, Tony Hunter--as a matter of fact, everyone but Genia
d adder and Gai nsworthy were out and around last night. Flip, Sturm and Don
Barron evaded our trailers, but Tony Hunter was followed all night."

"Tell me about it."

"He left his house... pretty crumy joint for a guy in his position
isn't it?"

"I think it's understandabl e when you realize that he may well be paying
out nost of his salary in blackmail!" Cranston answered.

"True. Well, Hunter left his house by way of the back w ndow, if you
don't mind. Luckily we had a man out back too. He foll owed Hunter way down
towards San Diego. Ch, about fifty mles past Laguna, |'d say. There, another



car started to trail Hunter's. Qur car dropped back so that it |ooked like a
gane of follow the |eader. Evidently neither Hunter nor his trailer knew about
our car, for they both stopped at a notel with a cafe attached.

"My man, a swell worker, eased into the joint and snagged a booth in back
of Hunter. In a mirror across the place, he nanaged to see the nan that Hunter
was with. He was a little nmeek-1ooking guy."

Cranst on nodded, "Hmmm "

"Then, and this was infuriating, both Hunter and the meek guy | owered
their voices so all ny man could overhear were stray sentences. But what
sentences! I'mall ready to throw Sturm overboard as nmy favorite suspect!”

"How so?"

"Fromwhat ny man coul d gather, the neek little man was suggesting a
mur der nmet hod. Hunter had some objections--not to the murder, mnd you, but
t he met hod.

The little guy said the way to rig the kill was to arrange for an
acci dent where he, whoever he is to be, would trip down a flight of stairs. If
they were lucky, he'd break a |l eg. That was all that was necessary for a
perfect nmurder that the stupid police would never be able to dope out!"

"A perfect murder nethod? What was the device?"

"It's diabolically sinple, if it works, and the nmeek little man was sure
it would. It seens that when a bone is broken, there is an oily fluid given
off by the fracture. If sone bland oil, like olive oil, were injected into a
vein through the break in the skin, the olive oil would kill the man, and an
aut opsy woul d show not hi ng! Absol utely not hi ng.

"Mnd you a lot of this is guessing on our part, because ny man only got
pi eces of this conversation! But, Hunter kept insisting: "Gve nme a sock on
the head in a dark alley, or a knife between the ribs; those are the sensible
kills and the perfect ones! These fancy nethods, phooey!"

"You know, Sherly, Hunter's right; those are the easiest nurder nethods
to get away with. It's when a killer puts too many frills on the nurder that
the police find it easy to..."

"Ch, sure, | know that, but how do you like the light this throws on the
whol e case? If we only knew who the murder nethod was being devised for..."

"Ch, don't you know?" Cranston sniled.

"Know? O course not! Do you nean you do? Who... who are they planning on
killing?"
Lanont Cranston smiled at Sherly's eagerness. "It's quite obvious,

t hought. The nurder nethod was devised to take care of Don Barron!"

X,

SHERLY was out of his seat and over at the teletype before Cranston could
stop him Cranston called, "Woa, hold it. Don't you see what this is al
about ?"

"No time to talk, Cranston, wait till | get a message out to the boys to
cover Barron constantly. Can't have anyone el se killed on this blasted case!"

"Pl ease, Sherly, come here. Barron, believe me, is in no danger from
Hunter. Your normal precautions are quite satisfactory. Now, | must apol ogi ze
for not telling you imedi ately."

Sherly scowl ed at Cranston. "Telling ne what?"

"You realize that Hunter is being blackmailed. Have you any idea why?"

Sherly shook his head in the negative.

"Because of that little meek man that you're all upset about. Hunter has
been witing a long time. He's witten out, he's gone dry. So, he hired a
ghost! It's not too unusual, but Hunter's ego wouldn't let it be known that he
had to have help in plotting. He kept it a secret for a while, and then it was
too late for himever to admt it, because, with the ghost's aid, he becane
better known and nore fanous than ever. He was |icked; he could never let it
be known that the neek little man was really his brains! That's what the



bl acknai | er has been hol di ng over him"

"Then..." Sherly was thrown off his stride. He scowl ed in concentration
"then, oh... cripes... |I get it now .. that conversation | overheard
yesterday. and the one nmy man heard | ast night... they were..."

"Plotting, of coursel Wth Doster's death, the picture-story line had to
be changed. Don Barron is a much nore inportant star than Doster was, so the
role had to be increased! That's what they were working on!"

"That's a pretty kettle of red herring, | nust say. Then this stil
leaves ne with...with $100,000 and a certain tenperanental director..."

As Sherly spoke, Cranston pointed to the box on the desk. " "It |eaves
you with sonething else,” he said. "It |eaves you with The Shadow, or had you
realized that he was here?"

"Qut here on the coast? No kidding..."

"Of course, it was The Shadow that those gunnen were after yesterday!"

"This explains a lot of things. You know | had to | et that cabbie go?"

"I figured you would."

"I had nothing tangible to hold himon. But now, | can see that with The
Shadow as his passenger it might well have been difficult for himto describe
the man he was transporting. Hm.."

"I'f I may say so, it seenms to nme that since the blackmailer was willing
to hire a gang to finish himoff..." Cranston paused as he saw that Sherly was
still staring at the nmetal box.

"I hate to be inpolite, but I've been waiting quite a while for you to
tell me how you came by this bundl e of boodle!" Sherly's snmile dispelled any
feeling of rancor that the words m ght have caused.

"OfF course, that's why | brought The Shadow s name into the conversation.
He sent that box to me last night and said that it mght well be the bait to
get our prey!"

I'"d | ove to know how even The Shadow coul d have spirited all this coin
away from our careful killer!"

Cranston stood up preparatory to leaving. "By the way, and | can't give
you any nore information on this, have there been any reports of a man being
found in the ocean off Laguna since |ast night?"

Sherly shook his head no and then watched with wi de eyes as Cranston
pi cked up the box and hefted it in his hands.

"You know," said Cranston, "there are sonme tines when an enpty box w ||
serve the same purpose as a full one. Suppose you put this noney in the safe,
and | take the box along with nme?"

"You are a brave man, M. Cranston; do it by all means if you think
that's what The Shadow wants us to do."

Cranston waved a cheery goodbye and left.

The pace of the case was due to increase, and he welconed it. He returned
to his hotel room but not before stopping at a drug store and making a
purchase that made the druggist look inquiringly at him It wasn't what
Cranst on bought that amazed the clerk, it was the quantity.

Once inside his hotel room Lanont Cranston sniled to hinmself. He opened
the netal box, and looking at its enptiness he proceeded to rectify it. He
opened the bottle he had just bought and poured the entire liquid contents of
the bottle into the box.

That done, he closed the box with the nmagnet and | ooked at the contai ner
whi ch had held a fortune. Instead of a fortune it now held a trap. A trap that
was going to snare a killer! He had baited it as carefully as a big gane
hunter for, after all, he was a hunter after the biggest gane there is.

The box went into his briefcase along with the cloak and bl ack sl ouch hat
that were his trade marks when he was operating in that other guise.

Cranston and Sherly were driving along a road. It was the road that |ead
to Sturm s palatial mansion. The briefcase on Cranston's lap jiggled in tine
to the cobbles they were riding over.



"d ad you could cone along, Cranston. | know I'mjust sticking ny neck
out. | have nothing to go on, really. | just want to pass the time of day with
the estimble director."

"I imagine too, you want to check on that helicopter?"

Sherly nodded. "I want to check on a lot of things. That shooting
routine, for instance. Although the shot hit Sturmin the back, there was no
reason why it couldn't have been self-inflicted!"

"You noticed the books in the roonette, then."

"I certainly did. | even found a length of string that could have gone
fromthe trigger out to the doorknob and back to his hand. He coul d have stood
with his back to the gun. This is all after he could have clouted Flip Hiller
on the head, of course, and after aimng carefully, have pulled the string
whi ch rel eased a bullet at his back."

"His nmotivation for this dangerous act?" asked Cranston

"As a throwoff. | imgine that if he is the killer, he's pretty jittery
and thought that would be a good way to ms-direct attention away fromhim™

"I see."

The road stretched ahead of theminterm nably. Sherly spoke again, he was
obvi ously thinking aloud. "If we could know what the bl ackmail er knew about
the people in the case it would help a lot! For instance, we know his hold
over Genia, but what has he got on Don Barron, or is Barron being
bl ackmai | ed?"

"Barron doesn't live too well, if that's any indication."

"But Sturm does! He's one of the few people involved in all this that
really seens to spend sone of the dough-re-m that he nakes!™"

"Yes, his baronial barn certainly is expensive to keep up."

"Do you have any idea," asked Sherly, "whether or not Gai nsworthy hinself
i s paying of f?"

Cranston pictured the scene where Gai nsworthy had projected the torpedo
out the wi ndow and nodded his head. "Yes, indeed. | wouldn't be surprised if
t he bl acknail er takes nore noney from himthan any of his other victins."

"Winder what Gai nsworthy has on his conscience that he doesn't want the
world let in on?"

"I don't think the blackmailer holds that sort of thing over himat all

| have an idea that his threat is even nore horrible. After all, all the
bl acknail er has to do is either threaten to disfigure a batch of stars so no
one will ever work for Gainsworthy, or, and this may be nore probable, he may

threaten to make all the stars he controls go on a sit-down strike."

"Ww, that's an idea! Sure, all he'd have to do is say no work, and
there'd be no work!" Sherly chewed on his lip thoughtfully. "That routine wth
Flip Hller's nodel ship in the bottle turned out to be of real value. My nen
found some m croscopic traces of the bottle and some tiny fragments of wood
when they went through the place.”

"If interpreted correctly, that ship's prow points directly at the guilty
man!" As these words left Cranston's |lips, the car drove up the curving
pathway that |led to the Sturm nenage.

The door opened and the butler |ooked out at theminquiringly. "W have
an appoi ntnent!" Sherly's tone brooked no argumnent.

They followed the servant into the big foyer that faced the |iving-room
Sturm stiff-necked, belligerent-Iooking, walked out to them

"This is official?"

"Why, no, not exactly, but since you are bound so closely into the case,"
Sherly's eyes indicated the bandage on Sturm s shoul der, "I thought maybe
you'd like to chewit over with us."

"This is not ny idea of a pleasant way the evening to spend but..."
Sturm's shrug coul d have meant anything. He guided theminto the |iving-room

The butler brought a tray over to Cranston who shook his head. Sherly
took a drink and cuddling it in his hands said, "You don't give any indication
of being one of the blackmailer's victins."

The light glinted on Sturmis nmonocle. "OF course not. Blackmail | do not



pay! What is there in nmy life of which | have shane?"

"You got nme! |I'mjust asking the question." Sherly took a sip of his
drink. "In the length of time that has passed, have you been able to renenber
any nore details of your nysterious shooting?"

Sturm s heavy head shook in negation. "I have told you all there is to
tell. I amnot any secrets keeping fromyou."

"Since you aren't, how about sonething about your helicopter?”

"What about it? In the first war | an aviator was. My interest in flying
has waned never. The helicopter interested nme, that is all. | in a position am
where | can nmy little desires coddle."

Cranston | ooked at the shield on the wall that conceal ed the safe and
smled to hinself about Sturmis not keeping any secrets.

Sherly followed Cranston's eyes, but of course could see nothing on the
wal | but the barbaric shield. He asked, "How s the picture com ng al ong?"

St urm popped the nmonocle out of his eye and polished it on a pocket

handkerchief. "As well as anyone could hope, | suppose. Troubles | have had,
as you well know Barron will no doubt a better actor be than the dead man,
Doster. | foresee no troubles in that direction. Tonorrow we will finish the

back scenes and ahead be ready to go."

They tal ked a while longer, quite ainlessly, as far as Sturm coul d
determ ne. Finally, they picked thensel ves up and nade their exit.

Qut si de, as Sherly | ooked around, Cranston asked, "Find out anything you
wanted to know?"

"Not a blasted thing," Sherly |ooked at the huge garage behind the
mansi on. "Conme on, | want to poke ny grubby nose in there."

The garage was unusual. It held three cars, foreign nakes all, and the
helicopter. It |ooked smaller than the usual ones because of the black paint
that covered it.

"l suppose Sturmis favorite color is black in case | were to ask about
the funeral paint job."

They exami ned the machine closely. But for its color it was a standard
job. Cranston's pointing finger gestured at some striated lines that ran down
the nose of the helicopter fromthe pilot's w ndow towards the base of the
pl ane.

"Looks |ike the paint has been scraped a trifle by -- | guess rope woul d
do that wouldn't it?" Sherly asked.

Lanont Cranston nodded. He was thinking of the rope that had come down
t hrough the night and grabbed the bundl e that Genia d adder had hung in her
gar den.

"Ch, this is worse than useless. Conme on, I'll drop you off downtown."
Sherly wal ked of f inpatiently.

The road whi zzed by in an endl ess concrete ribbon. Cranston again held

his briefcase in his lap. "I'mnot set for bed yet. WIIl you drop ne off at
t he RoTango?"
"Not only will | drop you off, I'lIl come in and have a nightcap. | need

it."

As far as Cranston could see, the people in the night club were the sane
he had seen there the last tine.

Sturmwas nissing, but the other picture people were all there. Even
Hunter, again playing solitaire, |ooked as if he hadn't noved fromthe table.
Flip had a girl that Cranston thought for a nmonent was the same one that had
been the cause of the fist fight, but on second gl ance, Cranston realized that
it was just a fanmily resenbl ance. The girl was enough like the other to be
related to her.

Flip waved a | ackadai si cal hand at Sherly and Cranston as they approached
the tabl e at which Hunter sat. Gainsworthy |ooked up, and seeing them nodded.
He gestured to a waiter who brought a table over and set it up next to the one
at whi ch Gai nsworthy and Hunter were sitting.

"You have sonme news for us?"

Gai nsworthy's face showed the strain he was under. It was deeply lined



and not even his dark tan could hide the bags under his eyes.

"Not very nuch I'mafraid." Sherly sighed.

"Before you get tangled up in all that, J. G, what do you think of the
new murder method for the picture?" Hunter was anxi ous for an answer.

“It"ll do; it's just mldly sensational, but it'll do. If I only had the
time 1'd think sonething up for you, but..."

A waiter took the latest custoners' orders and departed. The band, a
smal | conbination, let go with a blare of sound that snapped Gai nsworthy's
head up. He glared at the podi um

Hunter said, "Wew, that riff is strictly fromcorn!"

"Fromwhat it is | don't care. Only it should stop! That | care! Waiter!"

Gai nsworthy gave orders in no uncertain ternms that, until he left, the
band was to play waltzes, |ow and not too many of them

He heaved a sigh and said, "Now that | can hear nyself think, tell ne
what goes on."

"Well..." Before Sherly could finish, Cranston cleared his throat.
"May | ?" He asked.
"OfF course." Sherly was only too glad for soneone else to take over. He

had nothing to report. "Go right ahead."

"The Lieutenant has a tendency to nodesty that doesn't fit too well out
here. | can say for him that as far as we can tell, the setting sun tonorrow
will go down on the end of this case!™

Gai nsworthy's lips noved but nothing cane out. He | ooked as if he had
something in his throat. At last he got out, "You nean it?"

The nod that Cranston gave hi mreassured the head of |npressive Filns,

I nc.

"This | can al nost not believe. You'll excuse me, M. Cranston, if | wait
till tomorrow before | say anything nore?"

"Wait if you will, but take ny word for it, the killer-blackmiler wll

be finished on the norrow" On that, Lanont Cranston rose and left the room
The nen he | eft behind himlooked stunned. They woul d have been nore
stunned if they had heard a sound that |ingered outside the night club for a
second after Cranston wal ked away.
It was the sound of The Shadow s | aughter--for The Shadow knew all he had
to know to end the career of as merciless and cunning an adversary agai nst
whom he had ever matched wits!

X,

CRANSTON hadn't realized that Flip and his girl had preceded hi mout of
the RoTango. It wasn't till he alnost tripped over themthat he did realize
it. Luckily they were too concerned with each other to notice him

He faded into the shadows at the foot of a palnmetto tree. This kind of
eavesdroppi ng he didn't care for, but he wanted to change his clothes and this
shadowy area was perfect. As he changed he couldn't help but hear Flip
whi sper, "It's a shame, that's what it is, kid, but you know the kind of nobney
that | make; | just barely get along. | wish | was back in the bucks the way I
used to be when ny nane was on every theater nmarquee fromhere to Jersey
Gty."

The girl's voice was even lower. "I know, Flip. | know. Come on, | don't
care if we can't see the bright lights, just let's walk. | like to wal k. Back
where | came fromthat was about the only thing there was to do after dark. |
don't mind at all."

Their voices faded away as they |inked arms and wal ked.

An idling cab drove slowy along the street. The Shadow, for it was that
nmysterious creature of the night who paced the silent street, cast a quick
suspicious look at it. He was prepared for anything. But then, suddenly, a
grin spread over his saturnine face.



He pull ed the door open and sat down in the back seat. Shrevvie, for, it

was Shrevvie, said, "I t'ought you was never gonna come out from dat pal netto
tree. | see Cranston walk into the shadow and den | don't see nuttin', so
knew. . ."

"Shrevvie there is finally sonmething The Shadow doesn't know How in the
wi de world did you ever get another cab so quickly?"

"Revenge is sweet! | ain't a gonna tell ya!" Shrevvie grinned.

"I'f you don't, I won't tell you what these are!" The Shadow sniled at the
by-play. He held up two gel atin capsul es.

Shrevvie winkled his brow and took a look in the rear viewmrror at the
capsules. "Aw... a cousin of mne has dis here cab. | borried it offa him"

The Shadow handed the two capsules to Shrevvie." Handl e these gently and
get rid of themat the earliest opportunity. Although some capsules |ike them
saved ny life, | still don't want to take any chances with them"

"What are dey?" Shrevvie, one hand on the wheel, |ooked at the capsul es
in his other hand. "Dey |ook famliar"

"They shoul d. You've seen themin novelty store wi ndows! They're stench
bombs! "

"But how could a gag, and a corny gag at dat, save yer life?"

The Shadow expl ai ned about his trip to the prop departnent at |npressive
studios. "Wien | found the diving suit there, | placed four of those bonbs
inside the suit. | fastened themw th tape."

"Yar e?"

"No matter how cold the water under the ocean is, and it can be bitterly
cold, the inside of a diving suit is like a turkish bath because of the fact
t hat body heat, given off, has no place to go!"

"Ya nean dat de guy's own body heat nelted dese here jelly t'ings?"

"It did indeed and just in the nick of time! The killer's knife ripped ny
suit wide open and it was just at that split second that he got the jolt from
the stench bonbs. It nmust have been incredibly snelly, for he left $100, 000
down there under the water! He had to get out of that suit!"

"But fast! Phew! | bet it could killya used dat way!" Shrevvie eyed the

little bonbs with ill-conceal ed nervousness. They were riding over a bridge
t hat spanned a shallow river at the tine.

Shrevvie flipped the capsules fromhimand said, "I hope de fishes don't
m nd! "

"I"'msure they won't!"
"Where to?" Shrevvie screwed his neck around and | ooked at The Shadow.
Al traces of pleasant hunmor were gone fromhis face. It was set in lines that

Shrevvie knew well. "Ch, we're getting' close to de deadline, huh?"
The Shadow nodded. "Wat did you find out about Barron?"
"Ya nean de guy ya phoned ne ta check on? Well, it took a |lot of nosin'

around, and | ain't got no proof, but ya know Barron's nmarried for de second
tine..."

"Yes, | understood he was in the process of divorcing w fe nunber two."

"Well, he really don't have ta. He wasn't never married to her!"”

"Ah, bigany! So that's what the blackmailer knows. | had an idea that
with a man of Don Barron's reputation it would turn out to be sonething like
this."

"I don't tink it was his fault. Deere was sone business about de foi st
wi fe takin' a powder. He tough she was dead when he tied up wid de second one.
Den up pops nunber one!"

"So he's been paying her to keep quiet till the divorce goes through so
as to protect his second wife's reputation and at the same tine payi ng our
killer! Quite an expense. No wonder he was willing to fit into Doster's dead

shoes and finish the picture.”

"Yare, it was a tough spot. Whatcha gonna do now?"

The Shadow gave hi mdirections.

The cab slowed to a halt in front of a house. "Don't bother to wait for
me. But wait, maybe, you'd better at that!" The Shadow was gone.



Shrevvi e watched the dark figure blend into the blackness.

In even denser bl ack, The Shadow, using his fingers as eyes, searched
till he found a table. Having found the table in the center of the room he
pull ed the metal box that had once contained a fortune out from under his
cloak. He laid the box in the center of the table.

He didn't think he'd have long to wait. The killer was in for a surprise;
for all the killer knew, the netal box was down at the bottom of the ocean
along with the antagoni st that he thought he had kill ed!

The Shadow settled hinmself confortably in a chair. He had no idea how
| ong he was going to have to wait, but he had a hunch it wouldn't be too |ong.

It was an hour and ten mnutes, to be exact. The door opened and |i ght
from outside the roompoured in. The man who was franed in the doorway was but
a silhouette, for the light was back-lighting him

Enough light came in for himto see the netal box in the center of the
table. He gasped. Stunned to the core of his being, yet he was on the uptake.
Wth his brain whirling he still had presence of m nd enough to kick the door
of the room shut. Just before the door closed, The Shadow saw a
hor seshoe- shaped pi ece of netal being withdrawn fromthe man's pocket. He had
a magnet. The nman noved through the darkness with the ease of |ong practice.

He was thinking. | don't care what kind of a trap this is; | have to know
if the nmoney is still in there.

The Shadow heard the faint scrape of nmetal on nmetal. He knew the man was
using the nagnet to open the box. There was an even fainter sound as the netal
top of the box was opened.

At that precise second, with shocking suddenness, The Shadow | ashed out
with his foot, under the table, across fromthe man.

The tabl e up-ended towards the man. He gasped again. So this was it! H's
refl exes were fast. Even as the table was coming down on him even as he felt
liquid spill on himfrom sonewhere, he grabbed the table by the ends and
heaved it back in the direction it had cone.

It was a heavy table, and if it had | anded on The Shadow, it mi ght have
brai ned hi m

But he had heard the heavy inhalation of breath as the man strained in
t he darkness, he was gone fromthe chair, down on his hands and knees to one
side as the table crashed with a thud into the chair he had been in a nonent
bef ore.

The man followed up the table with a chair. It flew through the air and
smashed to kindling wood on top of the table.

The Shadow, half rising, had his arms out in a sem-circle. He noved
forward slowy. At any second he expected to feel flesh within the living arc
of his arms. Mnute step by step he took. Straining his ears, he suddenly
realized that for the first time he heard no sound of breathing!

Standi ng stock still, he listened. H s own bl ood pounded in his ears.

O herwi se, silence! The man had vani shed! The room was enpty but for The
Shadow

As he realized this, he felt for and found a light switch. The Iight
pouring down showed the w eckage of the chair and table, the box fallen on its
side on the floor, and nothing el se.

Despite the fact that The Shadow had been outwitted, a satisfied smle
pl ayed on his lips as he wal ked across the pavenent towards Shrevvie's cab. He
knew that the man had not sinply disintegrated; therefore, there was a trap
somewhere in the room But, it was not worth The Shadow s while to waste any
time searching for it! He | eaned back against the cushions of the cab and
said, "Back to the hotel, Shrevvie."

En route, the black cape and hat went into the briefcase. He waved
good-bye to Shrevvie in front of the hotel and entered it as Lanont Cranston.
The curious little snmle that had played on the features of The Shadow went up
to bed with Lanmont Cranston!

H s sl eep was deep and undi sturbed. N ne o' clock the follow ng norning,
Lamont Cranston, briefcase and all wal ked into the office of J. Gai nsworthy,



presi dent of | npressive.

"A mnd-reader the man is. Today is the first time in fifteen years | am
behind this desk so early in the norning!" Gainsworthy was on his third cigar
since he had finally given up all hope of sleeping and cone down to his
of fice.

"No m nd-reading involved," smled Cranston, "I just had an idea that on
this of all days you'd be here early."” In the sane tone of voice, Cranston
sai d, "How nmuch have you paid out to the blackmailer all together?"

It was so casually done, and the one held so much assurance that
Gai nsworthy, without a thought, answered, "Three hundred thousand. .. Yi ppee!
What the...why... how did you know?"

"That didn't take a mi nd-reader either, M. Gainsworthy. How did he
threaten you? Did he say that all your stars would go on a sit-down strike?"

Gai nsworthy's face was defensel ess, enptions ran across it without his
maki ng any effort to conceal them "Yes, you are right. Wat's nore he proved
it for, one time when | got fed up and woul dn't pay any nore, he held up
production of a filmthat | assure you was costing a |lot nmore than ny nmonthly
paynment to him™"

Al the affectati ons were gone. Gainsworthy was just a man now, a
worried, frantic man who had seen a menace conme to fruition that was robbing
his business of its rightful profits.

"This may sound curious, but | think you may get back quite a bit of that
nmoney! " Cranston was on his feet and | eaving before Gai nsworthy could do

anyt hi ng but splutter something about, "It really cane to al nost doubl e that
because of the income tax. On a tax formyou can't wite off 'Blackmail: three
hundred' ..."

Cranston was out of the office.

Gai nsworthy | eaned back in his chair and lit his fourth cigar of the day.
If any other man in the world had spoken to himas Cranston had... What was
that air of confidence that Cranston had? It was |like a hel pi ng hand.

On the set, Barron and Genia were in a lovers' pose. Genia with the aid
of much make-up had partly hidden the ravages of her enotional upset of the
revel ati on of her secret.

"No... no! d adder! You are supposed to be in love! In |ove, wonan, can
you not understand? You are rigid like a..."

Barron cut in on Sturms bellowing. "Can't you understand that it'll take
her a little while to get back to nornmal ? Put the cat-o'-nine tails away and
try to pretend you're human.... Just try! See if it nakes you bl ow a gasket."

Sturms red-ri med eyes circled around for soneone to vent his spleen on
He saw Flip helping a grip to set up a light.

"You! Hiller! You are an electrician now? You want trouble with the
uni on? Get away fromthere! Attend a little, please, to your own job!"

"Ch," Flip glared at Sturm "today | have a regular job? That's a
novelty! Am | not to be punished any nore? Can | go back to being a prop man?"

Sturm turned around and wal ked away. His riding crop swi shed down and cut
through the air with a hiss. "I will be back. Get the set rigged!"

Cranston felt a hand on his shoulder. It was Sherly. "Qur happy little
famly is starting to ravel a little at the edges, isn't it?"

Cranst on nodded.

"Did | tell you, by the way, that when we checked the finger prints on
that nmystery gun that the mysterious prow er used to shoot Sturmwi th that
there were only one set of prints on it?"

"Whose were they?" Cranston was positive he knew.

"Sturms! He's the killer, the filthy blackmailer, and | can't hang a
thing on him |'mgoing to have a record nade of ne saying that!"

"Ch, you can hang sone things on him For instance, he is a Nazi! He
heel s his servant, if you don't mnd!" Cranston's grin was not possessed of
any hunor .

"That's interesting!"

"It was he that stole Hiller's ship nodel. It was he that broke it up in



Hunter's rooms. | have an eye witness to that."

Sherly's eyes were full of hope as he | ooked at Cranston. "Tell ne nore,
nmy ears are feeling good for the first time in days."

"Sturmpiloted the helicopter the night that d adder and Barron paid
their nonthly installnents.”

"Can you prove that?" Sherly's voice was eager

Cranston nodded. "It might be interesting to check back on his novenents
the day that Gainsworthy shot his tribute out the wi ndow of his office and a
car with a net caught it! | have an eye wi tness who saw a man driving that

car. Aman with his shoul der bandaged!"

Sherly was running away when Cranston turned his eyes to him

Sherly was pulling a pair of handcuffs fromhis pocket as he ran towards
Sturms roonette. Cranston instantly ran in pursuit.

At the door there was a nightmarish feeling that all this had happened
before, for the door would not givel

Cranston and Sherly | eaned their respective weights on the door and it
gave. As they pushed, a shot sounded and the shot cane frominside the
roonette!

This time the light was on. This time they could see what had happened. A
note lay on the floor al nbst under Sherly's feet! Beyond the note, stark and
dead, lay Sturm a revolver clenched in his hand.

As they watched, his fingers relaxed and the gun dropped out of his hand!

"This time he did a good job of it!" Sherly stared down at the dead body
wi th no compuncti on.

The note on the floor read, "I can feel the noose tightening. | thought I
could somehow, by sheer brilliance, get away with nurder, but somewhere | have
slipped. The Shadow is on my trail! | amthe blackmailer, I amthe killer of

Doster, as well as a man who may well be nanel ess. He was an enpl oyee who got
out of hand. H's body may one day be cast up by the ocean. The noney, what is
left of it, is in the safe behind the shield on ny wall."

It was signed, as was Sturm s habit, with an S.

Sherly, who was hol ding the note, alnost dropped it, for a | augh, a faint
| augh, an echoi ng, macabre | augh sounded in the tiny room

"Just an S," said Lanpbnt Cranston, "doesn't even take a good forger to
imtate that!"

XI'V.

SHERLY wrenched his eyes away fromthe hole in the right side of Sturms
forehead. It was small. It was the other one, on the other side of the tenple,
where the bullet had blasted its exit, that was |arge.

Sherly blinked his eyes a couple of tinmes as though to clear the cobwebs

fromthem he said slowy, "I nust be losing ny mnd; first | hear a |augh
that you don't, Cranston, and then, | could swear you just said sonething
about this suicide note being a forgery!"

He knuckl ed his eyes and shook his head. "I guess this proves that four

hours sleep a night isn't enough for a growing boy. Am| glad this case is
over with the nmurderer signed, sealed and delivered, all ready for the grave
with no nonsense in court!"

"Sherly," Cranston's voice was gentle, "I did say that the note was
forgery, for despite the fact that on the surface Sturm seemed to be the man
we want --he wasn't!"

The shot had attracted attention. Sherly and Cranston | ooked out at a sea
of faces. Seem ngly, every single one of |Inpressive' s enployees was grouped
out si de the roonette.

Sherly said, "Let ne get to a phone while | try to make sense out of sone
of this jabberwocky."

He el bowed his way past Barron and Genia, who had gotten a glinpse into
the room GCenia asked, "Is he... is he?"



"Ch, he's dead all right, but for what it's all about you'd better ask
him" Sherly jerked his head at Cranston, who was guardi ng the doorway.

Cranston held his hands up for silence because the babble of frightened
voi ces was getting louder all the time. "Please, won't you all go back to
doi ng what you were before the shot? That will help a great deal ."

They heeded the real plea in his voice and the crowd began to scatter
Flip Hller, Barron and Genia wal ked towards the set where they worked.

"It doesn't seem possible! First Doster and now the old Sturm hinsel f."
Flip's voice trailed off.

"Ugh... anything is nore than liable to happen on this lot!" Genia's
voi ce was tight and frightened.

"Take it easy, kid." Barron's voice was warm reassuring. "It'Il all cone
out in the wash."

It was only after Sherly's assistants arrived and went about their work
that Sherly grabbed Cranston by the armand drew himaway fromthe flash of
phot ogr aphi ¢ bul bs that were helping to record the grisly scene for the police
files. Sherly then had a breath in order to ask, "Wat was that big routine
you were just giving nme?"

Cranston lead the way to some canmp chairs that were at the back of the
fatal set where all the tragedy had begun

"Al'l the things | said about Sturmwere true. He was guilty of the things
| described. But you never gave ne time to explain that his conplicity was the
price he paid the blackmailer instead of noney! He danced to the killer's tune
just as did all the others. It was a perfect throwoff for the rea
bl acknmai | er.

"You see, despite all the blackmailer's precautions, there was the
ever-present risk that sonething mght slip up when he went to get the noney
fromall the people he was blackmailing. So he cut that risk to a minimm He
made Sturmdo all the pick-ups, then on occasion, he nade one pick-up of al
the noney that the director had collected for him"

Sherly seened awed by the villainy of the killer. "He only had to risk
one pick-up instead of five or ten! That explains the hundred grand.
couldn't believe that any one person's contribution was that big!"

"Yes, that hundred thousand dollars was probably a whole nonth's receipts
in the nurderer's deadly take! | think now you will appreciate the horrible
subtlety of that first shot at Sturm The killer, knowi ng that Sturm was the
obvi ous suspect, carried the whole thing one step further and proved, at |east
in your mnd, that Sturmwas the killer. He did it by fram ng the shooting so
it |looked as if Sturm had shot hinself through the aid of the books and the
string. You see Sturm that one time, was telling the truth!"

"That took nme down the alley nicely!" said Sherly, |ooking ashaned of
hi nsel f for being taken in. "Go on."

Dimy, in the back of his mnd, Sherly was conscious of Gainsworthy's
voi ce cutting across the layers of sound that cane fromthe set. It made an
undercurrent beneath what Cranston was saying. In a vague way Sherly heard
Gai nsworthy pleading with the actors to go on with their work--heard him
saying the assistant director was every bit as good, if not better, than the
defunct director. But the surface of Sherly's mind was all on Cranston's
wor ds.

"Perhaps it would be better if you ask ne about things that puzzle you.
That way there won't be any duplication.” Cranston paused.

"What was the gag on the ship in the bottle?"

"Inside the ship there was a note telling Sturmto gather together al
the proceeds for the nonth, place it in the netal box we have both seen and
then, to take a canoe ride out into the Pacific! The only drawback, "--Cranston
realized that Sherly knew nothing of all this, "--was that when the killer
donned a diving suit and waited in the water for Sturmto drop the box, there
was soneone waiting for him"

"The Shadow " breat hed Sherly.

Cranston nodded. "Earlier, The Shadow tangled with Sturmin the prop



departrment. It was dark, and Sturm after hitting Flip on the head, managed to
make his getaway with the ship nodel

"His going to Hunter's apartnent to crash the bottle was just his way of
trying to clean his own skirts by throwing us a red herring!"

"Then, even Sturmdidn't know who it was that managed his destiny?"

"No, indeed; the blackmailer was nost careful to prevent that, know ng
that Sturmwas by way of being a dangerous man! No, the killer has kept
covered diabolically well!"

"It mght even," Sherly hazarded, "be that the killer has rigged it so
that it looks as if he were being blackmailed too." Sherly shifted his eyes
away and | ooked at the set.

He | ooked at Barron, who had Genia in his arms and was telling her in a
deep throaty baritone how nuch he | oved her

CGeni a had perked up considerably, sone of the worry lines were erased
fromher face. Gainsworthy, cigar puffing |like an i nsane chi mey, was wat chi ng
as the assistant director cued the actors from behind the canera.

Hunter and Flip were at one side; they were grinning as they talked.

WIld thoughts ran pell mell through Sherly's mnd. He got to his feet
decisively. Cranston put a restraining hand on his arm

"Where you off to?"

"Why the blackmailer-killer is right out there in front of us! One of
those people is the fiend that is responsible for all this."

"Admittedly," said Cranston quietly, "but do you know whi ch one?"

"Of course not. | guess I'magetting a little slug-nutty."” Sherly fel
back into the chair with a half groan. "Go on tell ne all!"

"I don't have to! The man you want is going to reveal hinself in his true
colors in alittle while. Now compose yourself. It won't be long, | promse
you!"

Sherly stared at Cranston. "You make ne sit down, and then you start
offI"

"I"l1l be back. It's time | put through a call to New York. You'll be able
to handl e anything that cones up!"

As Cranston wal ked off, brief-case under arm Sherly nmuttered to hinself.
"But will 17?"

He sat quietly, studiously forcing hinself to relax. After a noment he
| oosened his gun in his shoulder holster. The villain will reveal hinself in
his true colors, he thought, He wondered what Cranston had neant by that.

Thi s case was beginning to give himan inferiority conplex. Never before
in along and active career had he been so buffeted by fate. So hel pl ess.
Certainly he had never been dependent on anyone el se. And yet, he knew that
wi t hout Cranston--and The Shadow - he woul d have to nmark this case down as
unsol ved in his records. He fidgeted with the handle of his gun, and then took
a cigarette out, lit it, and sat there bl owing puffs of snoke into the air.
The scene that was transpiring in front of himwas interesting. It was the end
of the picture that had been going on under inpossible handi caps. Not that
they were finishing up the story by any matter of means. Myvies are not shot
chronol ogi cal ly. Various bits and pieces are filnmed as the occasion arises.
Then, the patch work quilt of filmtakes shape in the cutting room

The caneras were grinding on a typical Hollywod nystery picture ending.
The detective, a dashing amateur who dabbled in esoteric studies |ike
Egypt ol ogy and bacteri ol ogy, had managed to collect all the suspects in the
inevitable Iivingroom And just as inevitably, he was pointing out all the
errors that the police had nade.

Sherly sighed and wished in real life it were that easy. He'd never had a
case yet where it was possible to invite all the suspects to a pink tea, and
then determ ne which was the guilty party.

Hi s suspects were always people who had a living to make and he had to
somehow fit in around the regular routine of their lives. The less he
interfered with themthe better it was, because it generally was by spotting
some difference in the way someone was living that gave him cl ues.



Yep, it was as he had thought. The hero in the novie was busily casting
suspi ci on around. At each nmonent the guilty party seemed to be a new person
The canera would cone in for close-ups, and the eye of the camera woul d depi ct
each person in turn |l ooking as guilty as he coul d.

It was all built up so as to make the bl ow off nmore exciting. There, the
detective was putting a | ong Russian cigarette in an inpossibly I ong hol der
whil e he gave a dissertation on all the possible nurder notives.

Al the while the camera, on a |long boom was getting fleeting pictures
of each of the actors on the set. In the final finished novie it would be an
ef fecti ve suspense device even though it had all been done a hundred tines
bef ore.

The fil mdetective was saying, "Rule out nurder for gain and you rul e out
ni nety-ni ne out of one hundred murders. Vengeance, power, these are rarities.
Show me the person who gains nmost by the kill, and 1'Il show you the mnurderer
In this case..."

He was pointing his finger dramatically at Genia G adder. Her face
contorted. She said between her teeth. "Prove it, wi se guy! Let's see you
prove anything on ne!"

Wthout Sherly's noticing until this nonment, some grips had been draggi ng
inthe wall of a newset. It was put at right angles to the |iving-roomscene
where the detective in the picture was forcefully proving that Genia was a
fiend.

Right in the middle of a dramatic bit between the detective and Geni a,
the assistant director baw ed out, "Can it! Cut! Next scene!”

The replica of life, a nonent ago illusive enough to fool the m nd
di ssol ved. The actors dropped their pretending and anbl ed over to the new set.
The assistant director had a conference with the caneraman. Gai nswort hy chewed
on the end of his cigar.

The police technicians wound up their job and Sherly saw the | ong w cker
basket go out of Sturmis roomette. The four men carried the basket casually as
though it contained dirty linen

Genia saw it go by and pushed the back of her hand into her nmouth. It
di stressed her nore than anyone else in Sherly's line of vision. Flip waved
nonchal antly at the basket as though in jesting farewell.

Hunt er eyed the container enotionlessly. The others, busy with their
work, didn't even see it go out the door on its way downtown for a post
nortem

Sherly nentally doffed his hat to the killer for one thing. On that
ri gged-up shooting that had | anded the bullet in Sturmis back, the blacknailer
had shot at him then using gloves, forced the gun into Sturmi s hand in order
to get his prints on it before putting it in that damming position that had
convinced Sherly that Sturmwas a liar.

He could picture in his nind' s eye the new chal k outline that one of his
men had drawn to show where a body had fallen. He wondered what was keeping
Cranst on.

A new battery of klieg lights cane blasting down. This was nearer the
lieutenant, for the new set was at his right. The lights showed that this set
was a bedroom GCenia was |ounging on the bed.

The canera was at such an angle that all it could see was the one wall,
the bed and its occupant.

Si | ence descended as soneone yelled out, "Let's shoot! Quiet everybody.
This is a take."

The scene was a sinple one. Genia took a letter fromthe bosom of her
| oungi ng paj amas and started to read it.

The nessage was evidently supposed to be a pleasant one for as she read
she smiled. Then, throwi ng herself back on the bed she crunpled up the letter
and stretched | anguorously. She lay in such a way that she could see the wall
of the set behind her.

Her eyes suddenly wi dened and seenmed to gl aze. She lost her smile
i nstead, horror showed in her face.



Sherly thought, that little gal is a real actress. She | ooks scared
stiff!

Bef ore he had conpl eted the thought he saw that she was not acting, for
the case was repeating itself! Another nmessage was appearing out of nowhere!

Just as slowy, just as dramatically as the other tines, a message began
to wite itself in sprawling giant letters!

It read, "Did you really: think, you could get away with nurder? Don't
you realize that The Shadow knows?"

Sherly heaved a sigh of relief as he saw that the nessage, for the first
time, was directed at the guilty party.

Instead of striking terror into a horrified, innocent person, it was
doing a job on a heartless rat!

Sherly quickly | ooked fromface to face: Gainsworthy, Hunter, Flip,
Genia, Barron. But it was so different fromthe novies. Not a sign of guilt
i nstead, every face wore the same expression of dazed surprise. Ch, at first
t here had been fear, but when the conpl ete message was spelled out and the
realization dawned that this nessage was from The Shadow, m nion of |aw and
order, the faces donned the expression that now showed itself to Sherly.

Everyone | ooked fromthe message and then down. Next they |ooked at each
other. If it hadn't been so serious, there m ght have been an el ement of hunor
inthe simlarity of reactions. But a new expression did make itself manifest,
for, fromout of nowhere, fromthe far corners of the huge set, there cane a
sound. It was loud, and it was the laugh of The Shadow

XVI .

FOR a monent after the sound had di ed down there was conplete and utter
silence. The |laugh had been so triunphant that the guilty heart, no natter how
school ed in deception, must now be racing with express speed, with
cl ammy- handed fear squeezing it tight.

They mlled around, searching for the origin of the nocking sound. But
t here was none.

The Shadow, securely and conpletely hidden within a deep bl ack area
behind the klieg lights, watched every novenent, all the various plays of
enoti on--wat ched and waited, for he was waiting for the prediction that he had
made as Cranston to Lieutenant Sherly! He was waiting for the killer to show
hinmself in his true colors.

It would not be |ong now, he knew. The sands were running out. The killer
had bare mnutes left.

And in that mlling mob of technicians and actors, of executives and
| aborers, the nmurderer wal ked, outwardly calm inwardly seething. He ran over
and over in his mind all the things he had done. The care he had taken to
cover every possibility. He had been so sure that the police and even the
nocki ng Shadow woul d be taken in by that faked suicide he had rigged for
Sturm The care he had used there; he had struck Sturmon the left tenple and,
because he knew t hat an autopsy would reveal that blow, he had carefully shot
through Storm s right tenple, know ng that the expansion of the bullet on its
way out the other side of Sturmis brain would wi pe out all evidence of the
bl ow that had laid himlow The care with which he had faked that suicide
note, that |ast careful pressing of the gun into Stormis hand before he pulled
the trigger. It was his finger pressing on Sturm s that had sent the bullet
crashing on its way.

For this careful, cowardly killer was well aware of the nitrate test that
wi || show whether or not a hand has fired a gun

It was so clean all around, the killer thought. He hadn't slipped up
anywhere except in hiring those stupid thugs to kill The Shadow. That was a
job that he should have taken care of hinself. But he had been so sure that he
could outsmart The Shadow. It had added a certain perverted zest to the gane.
After the kill-try had failed he had anused hi nself by thinking how good it



woul d feel to fool not only the police but The Shadow as wel I .

Hs brain whirling, he tried to calmdown. He told hinself that since he
had made no errors, The Shadow was bl uffing. That was it! The whol e thing was
just a bl uff!

VWl l, this was where The Shadow was going to be out-bluffed. For he was
not the type to crack up! Not he! He'd play it smart, just as he had al
al ong!

Let The Shadow do his worst. He knew that he was safe! He would just
wai t!

And The Shadow waited! For this was no bluff! This was a killer that was
going to stand conpletely reveal ed. As obviously reveal ed as Cain had been
when the brand had appeared on hi n

Sherly waited, for he didn't know what else to do! He kept the whole
scene under surveillance and waited. If only Cranston would cone back. But a
trans-continental call mght keep himtied up for an hour. Sometines it took
an hour just to get a line through

And then it began

It was slow at first, alnost inperceptible. Certainly no one but The
Shadow saw t he darkness begin. It was an off-shade of |ight gray. But the gray
woul d darken. The Shadow knew. He wat ched.

The gray did begin to darken and people did begin to notice it. They
| ooked, rubbed their eyes and then | ooked again, for on one man, the guilty
man, a stain was appearing. His face, his arnms, his hands, all were darkening,
t urni ng bl ack!

Not all over, but in splotches, |ike accidental splashes of black ink
And the stain grew darker! But the nman did not know why everyone was staring
at him

His guilty conscience twitched. He wondered if this was part of The
Shadow s bl uff and decided it was. He decided that The Shadow had cued
everyone to look at himwth horror, for there was horror on their faces.

They woul d | ook at the stains on the man and then gl ance, just a fleeting
gl ance, at the witing on the wall of the set.

But the eyes canme back to the man. Snapped back as though dragged there
by a magnet.

The stains were really dark now The edges of themwere deep I ndia black
now. H's forehead was covered with it. His nose, part of it black and part
still skin-colored, |ooked like a piebald horse.

Hs arms were jet black now H s hands | ooked |ike a negative held up to
the |ight.

It was his hands that finally told the killer what was happening, for
even his nerve was cracking under the silent barrage of eyes that pounded him

He saw his hands and couldn't believe his own eyes. He | ooked at them
again. He saw then what was so plain for all the others. He saw his guilt
revealed for all the world to see

And he realized then why The Shadow had not searched for his trap-door
t he night before. Knew why there had been that curious splashing sound when he
had opened the netal box that he had hoped woul d hold the hundred thousand
dol | ars.

Even in that extremty his mnd worked |ike chain |ightning, he would not
gi ve up--would not put his blackened hands out for the handcuffs to tighten
on!

Instead he risked instant death! For two guns were trained on him The
Shadow s, and the lieutenant's. At the first sign of the tell-tale blackness,
Sherly had whi pped his gun fromits holster

Two t houghts were uppernost as the killer took his |last nost desperate
chance. One, how was he to get away, and two, how had The Shadow known?

As calmy as though in a shooting gallery, The Shadow whi pped a shot at
the man's arm It fell at his side powerless.

The bark of The Shadow s gun threw Sherly off his aim He shot high and
mssed. In that flick of time, the murderer spun, arm dangling hel pl essly and



darted through a door that led to his retreat!

Sherly--and a bl ack-cl oaked figure--were after himinstantly. The Shadow
had deliberately shot not to kill. He wanted this killer to die by due process
of | aw

Even as the killer darted down the corridor that led to his sanctum The
Shadow knew where he was headi ng! Sherly pounded al ong after the bl ackmail er

The Shadow cut off and ran around a set. He knew where the case woul d
end. It would end where it had started, where all the evil machinations had
start ed!

Taki ng the short cut, The Shadow was in the retreat before the wounded
man. He was invisible. The man canme racing in, with Sherly at his heels. He
ri sked a | ook behind himand swearing in a breathless gasp, he ran towards a
machi ne-gun that was in the center of the floor

Once behind that, he'd sell hinself dearly. It wouldn't matter too mnuch
if he did go out--wouldn't matter at all if he could take The Shadow with him

None but The Shadow had stood between himand vaulting anbition. And no
one but The Shadow could prevent a final hol ocaust! For he made the
machi ne-gun before Sherly could aimand fire!

Sherly stopped so fast he stunbl ed when he saw the position that the
bl ack- st ai ned wounded man had assuned. He was in a prone position, and the
muzzl e of the machi ne-gun covered Sherly.

"I'f you think there are blanks in this, just nove; that's all just nove."
And the killer's voice proved he neant what he said.

"Drop your gun," he continued in a conversational voice. "I don't nind
you. If it had only been you |I'd have been safe--1 would never have been
suspected! "

There was not hing el se to do. People had foll owed on Sherly's berserk
trail and were janmed notionless in the doorway. If Sherly failed to obey, the
vi ci ous madman woul d cut a swath through them all

And then, with all the cards in the killer's hand, they were dashed away,
and, nocking, there came The Shadow s |augh! And it was behind the killer

He did not dare | ook behind him for if he did, Sherly would be on him
Instead, in character to the end, he said, "Okay, Shadow Mbove around in front

of me, slowy and w thout any false noves. If you don't, I'll fire at those
yaps in the doorway..."
"Too late... too little and too late..."

The voice was so close, so confident that a nman of steel would have
broken. The killer couldn't stand it, he had to see how cl ose his nenmesis was!

He turned his head, and Shadow was on him For The Shadow had nade his
silent way to within two feet of armed nurderer

Even as The Shadow wrested the machi ne-gun fromthe killer, Sherly's
flying | eap deposited himon the bl ack-stained nan.

The nmuzzl e of the machi ne-gun, forced upward, let out a chatter of
protest. A stream of projectiles ramred into the nodel of the Bleriot flying
machi ne that hung fromthe ceiling of the killer's retreat.

The prop roomwas a nmad house, the people who had at first jamred their
way into the roomwere now using every energy to try and get out. The
machi ne- gun stopped as The Shadow s iron grip wested it fromthe custodian of
the prop room fromFlip Hller's now despairing grasp

Handcuffs clicked on Hiller's stained wists. Wunded armor not, this
was a prisoner that Sherly had no intention of coddling. He dragged Flip to
his feet.

"Al'l right, let's get a nmove on." Sherly dragged himtowards the door

Flip sent one | ast | ook back at the figure of The Shadow who was fadi ng
into the darkness around the base of some props. Then, and only then, The
Shadow noticed that Flip darted a glance up at the machi ne-gunned Bl eriot on
the ceiling.

And then The Shadow | aughed, a |oud, al nost boisterous |augh unlike his
usual one, for now, truly, The Shadow knew The one |ast piece of puzzle had
dropped into place!



SHERLY wal ked his prisoner out onto the set. Flip | ooked up at the
handwiting on the wall and gri maced. He had been so sure The Shadow was
bl uf fi ng.

He stopped wal ki ng. The drag on the handcuffs stopped Sherly who turned,
annoyed. "What is it?"

"Can | nmake a deal with you?" Flip's voice was |ow, conspiratorial

"It's worth a quarter of a million dollars to you if you let nme get
away!"

This was bribery on a vast scale! Sherly asked, "And where are you goi ng
to get all that?"

"I still have nost of the noney! Talk fast. Is it a deal? If you don't
play ball with ne, you'll never find the noney! | won't tell and you can't
find it!"

Al Hller's desperation was in his voice. It was obvious that from what
he knew of humanity, he was positive that no one could resist a bribe Iike
t hi s!

Sherly | owered his voice, and |ooking around, shifty-eyed, said, "It's a
deal . Wiere's the dough?"

Flip | aughed, a bitter knowi ng |l augh. "Are you kidding? W'll have to
work this out. Do you think 1'd tell you where the dough was and then have you
shoot ne? Al you have to do is say | tried to escape and then kill nel"

"Al'l right, you're the expert on rigging this sort of thing. How shall we
do it?"

Hiller |ooked all around, saw Lanont Cranston hurrying towards them and
said, "No nmore now. Here comes that busybody Cranston!"

"What in the world has been going on around here? Ch, | see that Hiller
has been shown up in his true colors as the blackest male." Cranston | ooked at
the stains on Hiller.

"The case finally cracked wi de open just as you predicted! For a while
there I thought he was going to get away even at the end!"

A cop wal ked by and Sherly acting on inpulse, used his key to open the
handcuffs. He gave his prisoner to the cop who used the cuffs to fasten
hinmself to Hiller.

"You, Hiller," said Sherly, "I'll see you later.'
meani ng in his voice.

Flip smled a small smle at the message and wal ked t owards the conpany
street with his new escort.

As soon as Flip Hiller was out of ear shot, Sherly said to Cranston,
"What a stroke of luck, he says he has nost of the blackmail noney and he
thinks he's bribing me with it! W should be able to get it w thout any
troublel™

There was hi dden

"Of course he has nost, if not all, of the noney! That was the smartest
nmove of all his cleverness! Here he was, living as though he had a struggle
maki ng both ends neet, and all the while he was rolling in his illegal |oot!

"Evidently the feeling of power that he got through controlling the
stars, and Gai nsworthy, paid himenough so that he was able to resist the

nmoney; | imagine though, that he was figuring on getting a certain anount and
then | eaving forever!"
Sherly was thoughtful. "You know, another clever nmove on his part was

pl ayi ng t hat nake-believe tough guy part that he did. Sonehow when you saw him
getting knocked around so easily you couldn't conceive of his being a
nmenace. "
"He was clever in a variety of ways; using his know edge of Sturm s Nazi
party affiliations and not asking noney of him that was a stroke of genius!
"But the real crux of all his schene was the place that he worked. That



prop department is like a magician's box fromwhich anything that is desired
may be produced. He could not have done a tenth of the things he did without
that Pandora's box."

"What shall we do about the noney? Shall | go on pretending that | am
bei ng bribed?" Shirley did not | ook happy about the venality of his role.
"Somehow | don't think that will be necessary. W will get his treasure

trove without his assistance!"”

A policeman running to them overheard Cranston's | ast words, he gasped,
"You'll have to!"

Sherly snapped, "What do you nean? You didn't let himget away?"

The cop shook his head, "I did and | didn't!"

" Speak up, man, what happened?"

Sherly was on his feet with his hands clenched in the cloth of the cop's
uni form " Speak!"

"Well, I will if you relax! He killed hinself!"

"He killed... How? Did you fall asleep?"

"He nusta been plannin' on it all along! As soon as we got into the dolly
car he gave ne a nessage for you; then he asked if it was all right for himto
light a cigarette. | said yeah. And a couple of nminutes |ater he was sl unped
over, dead! Hi s cigarette nusta had sonmethin' in it cause | snelled a funny
snmell on his nmouth!"

Cranston | ooked content. "A capsule of cyanic acid, I'll wager!"

"This is terrible. Not that he's dead. If ever a rat deserved death, he
di d- -but the nmoney--how are we going to find that?" Sherly thought bitterly
that Hiller was haunting himfromthe grave just as he had in life.

"It's not terrible at all," Cranston said didactically. "I couldn't tel
you at the tine, but, although | was positive that he was the one, and events
proved ny contention, there was little or no evidence that woul d have stood up
in a court of lawl That was the reason The Shadow used the mnel odranmati c device
of the witing on the wall as well as the staining process!”

Monentarily forgetting the noney, Sherly asked, "Wat was the gag on that
writing? That was one of the things that was really driving me screw!"

"It's a chenmical that is heat-sensitive, that you can get in any drug or
phot ographic store. It is called hydroquinone. It's peculiar property is that
although it is a water-colored liquid, it is quite invisible if you use it to
wite on any surface at all

"Ordinarily it would be quite unusable as synthetic ink because it needs
a lot of heat, and it would be hard to tinme it correctly. But here on the set,
the conditions were like those in a |aboratory."

Cranston pointed to the klieg lights. "The lights give off a known
quantity of heat, and knowi ng the distance that the heat is fromthe set which
has the witing on it, you can tinme to a second the length of tine it wll
take for the nmessage to becone visible!

"The Shadow coul dn't know quite as exactly how long it would take for the
hydr oqui none to devel op on a human being..."

"I see. Enough of explanations. There's just one thing | want to know
now-and that's the whereabouts of the treasure trove, for treasure it nust
be! "

Gai nsworthy was with them "M. Cranston, it is a pleasure, believe ne,
to neet a man who keeps his word as you have! To think that this year of
downright terror is at an end. | never knew fromone nminute to the next
whet her or not | was going to be in business."

Don Barron and Geni a wal ked up and joined them "Qur thanks to you and
The Shadow, M. Cranston. We can't quite believe it yet. | suppose it will be
weeks, nmonths, before | really knowthat it is all over!" Genia's smle was
genui ne and warm

Barron shook Cranston's hand. "I was sorry The Shadow vani shed before
could thank him You'll never know what a |load this has taken off of all of
us!"

"Doubl e that for me!"™ Hunter's grin was crooked. "I feel as though I'd



been given a new | ease on life."

Cranston thought: For a group of people who've been bl ackmailed, they're
a |likable bunch. But after all, how heinous were their mnisdeeds? Accidental
bi ganmy, a witer who used a ghost and was ashamed to admit it, and Geni a--she
was nmore to be pitied than anything el se.

They made a procession that wended its way as Cranston wal ked with Sherly
towards the place that had held the nmaster spider--in the center of a web.

Sherly and Cranston entered the doorway of the prop room "You do know
definitely where Flip conceal ed the noney?"

"I"'mfairly sure | have deduced its location," Cranston said.

Gai nsworthy | ooked around the room "So this is the place where he
figured out all those dreadful things... Ugh... And to think | |iked him gave
hima job when no other studio in the business would."

"Can you call one of the prop men and ask for a | adder? A long | adder?"
asked Cranston.

A man scurried over at Gainsworthy's gesture.

"A | adder ?" he asked. "Sure, we got a dilly... over here."

The man dragged a sectional |adder into the center of the room Cranston
told himto place it under a certain object that hung fromthe ceiling.

Al eyes were on Cranston as he clinbed the | adder towards the Bl eriot
nonopl ane.

At the very top of the ladder, Cranston used his knees to brace hinself.
The old plane | ooked rickety when seen so close. For a nonent Cranston paused
and wondered at the bravery of the men who had dared to fly in these ancient
crates.

That peculiar look that Flip Hiller had cast at the plane as he was taken

away... had The Shadow interpreted it correctly? Cranston | ooked into the
pl ane.

Not hi ng. The sinple controls, the open framework, left very little space
for concealment. And yet... that |ook

Cranston canme down the | adder thoughtfully. As he reached the bottom step
he asked, "WII| you have that plane brought down, M. Gainsworthy?"

"Of course.”

Workmen got right to it. Anxious eyes watched as they carefully | owered
the decrepit relic. Once on the floor, Cranston and Sherly went over the plane
with a fine-tooth conb. Propped in the front of the plane near the wheel that
was used as a control in the days when Bleriot was a hero, they found one of
Flip's ship nmodels. It was curiously pathetic, |left there as though in
br aggadoci o.

Aside fromthe ship nodel there was nothing el se extraneous to be found,
search as they m ght.

"Wel|l?" Sherly had not lost faith in Lanbobnt Cranston; he was just curious
about the turn of events.

"This is a set-back. | was sure... Wait... | may still be on the right
trail... | feel like a vandal... but..."

The peopl e who were gathered watched in stunned surprise as Cranston
pi cked up a hammer. He laid the ship nodel in its bottle on a work bench. He
tapped the bottle with the hamtmmer and it splintered into shards.

Pi cking up the ship nodel, he peered into the inside.

Sherly watched with a pucker between his eyes as Cranston plucked the
nodel apart.

Frominside bills dropped out!

Sherly said indignantly, "That's far frombeing all the dough that he
mul cted fromthese people!™

"Il say it is!" Gainsworthy was frazzling a cigar

"Of course, this is but a tiny part of the whole." Cranston | ooked from
the wreckage of the ship nodel to the people who surrounded him

"Flip spent a lot of his spare time at his hobby. He made a | ot of those
ship nodels, didn't he?"

Al of them nodded. Gai nsworthy spoke. "Sure. It started to get silly. He



had so many he couldn't sell themall. He began to give themaway. | have two
of them"

Genia said, "I have one, too."

Hunter and Barron held up a finger apiece.

They saw the idea formin Cranston's eyes. Sherly broke the silence, "You
don't mean he had the unmitigated gall to..."

"I think he did. | think when he got the noney, he changed it into as big
bills as he could and then..."

"Well, I'lIl be a nmonkey's father-in-law. .." Hunter | ooked appalled. "You
mean |'ve been living down on Overa Street, flat broke, and all the tinme that
| ousy ship nmodel in nmy bedroomheld all the noney that rat had taken from ne?"

Cranston nodded. "That's the way | size it up. It would be in line with
the general tenor of the way Hiller's m nd worked. What better way to hide the
money till he wanted it? After all, none of you would have refused it if he
had said that he needed to sell the nodels. You woul d have returned them at
any time..."

XVIIT.

AN hour had passed since Lanont Cranston had deduced the hiding place of
t he bl ackmail noney. Sherly and he sat at Sherly's desk. The phone was ringi ng
as it had been on and off for the last half hour

Sherly answered it. "Uh-huh every cent, eh?"

He hung up and turned to Cranston. "That was the | ast one of the
"bl ackmai | ees', Genia. She ripped the nodel open and found all the noney she
had paid out. That cleans it all up. But..."

"But what?" smiled Cranston

"I get the whole thing now and an uncannily bizarre set-up it was. But
what was Gai nsworthy nmunbl i ng about when he mentioned sonme New York paper to
you? That's one question, and | have another."

"That was on a par with Flip's cleverness. He increased the ante.
Demanded much nore from Gai nsworthy than he had in the past, but he took no
chances with witing that nmight be identified, or a typewiter that mght tie
into him Instead, he had Sturm act as a newsboy and deliver five copies of
The New York Times to Gai nsworthy. The message was obvious to Gai nsworthy. The
bl acknai | er wanted five tines as nmuch nmoney on that trip as the normal quota.”

"I see. One last thing before you go." For Cranston was on his feet
tucking his brief-case under his arm

"How in the world did you, or The Shadow, first settle on Flip as the
bl ackmai | er-killer?"

"That was the only slip that Flip ever nade! Wen he sent a nessage to
Sturmto go to the prop departnment and steal the |atest ship nodel that he,

Fl i p, had made--that was when he gave hinsel f away conpletely!"

"Why? | don't see that Flip getting conked on the head in a scuffle was
quite convincing to ne; just as the blow he gave hinself when he was in the
roonette, after he first shot Sturmin the shoul der, convinced me that he was
in the clear."

"That first clout nust have conme as a little surprise to him | don't
think he had figured on that. You see, Sturmof course, had no idea that his
prop man was his nmaster. So when he went to get the nodel he didn't think
twi ce about hitting Flip on the head. But all this is getting us afield

"Don't you see, the ship nodel that tinme, held, instead of nmoney, a note,
giving Sturmhis orders.”

"Yes..." Sherly was still puzzled.

"*Who el se could have placed a note inside the ship and the ship into the
bottle but Flip Hiller? That was the slip that sealed his doom"

Cranst on waved good bye and before Sherly could do anythi ng was gone.

Sherly sat a nmonent at his desk, deep in thought. He had a |l ot for which



to be grateful, to both Cranston and The Shadow. He marshal ed all the facts of
the case in his mnd and then reached for the phone. Now, for the first tine
since the case had opened, he was going to relish talking to sone reporters.

He call ed them on the phone.

In the cab, Shrevvie turned and spoke to Lanpbnt Cranston. It was a
gorgeous day. "Chee, it's quite a place, this here now Los Angeles, ain't it?"

Cranst on nodded. "And beauty can be turned into a nightmare by one evil
brain."

Shrevvie wasn't listening. He was watching sone pal metto trees whizz by
as the cab speeded along. He said, "Yare, it's a great place to live, but |
woul dn't want to visit here again on a bet!"

There was silence broken finally by Shrevvie. "Hey, where we goin' now?"

Cranston thought of that |ong distance call he had received. For that had
not been a lie. O course it had taken a fraction of the time he had said it
did, but the call had come through. It had been fromHarry Vincent, one of his
agents, and Harry was full of the details of a strange and horrid crine that
had taken place on the | ake shore of Chicago.

There was nothing to do but get there as quickly as possible, for where
crime was, The Shadow had to be. He directed Shrevvie to go to the airport.

The cab had just nade the connection. Lanont Cranston waved a hurried
farewell to Shrevvie as he ran up the gangplank into the plane that was to
take himto the scene of another place where evil paced the face of the earth.

The pl ane door closed, the propellers roared up in a crescendo of sound,
but even they didn't quite cover the haunting echo of a faint |augh that
seened to cone from everywhere--and nowhere... the laugh of The Shadow, the
[ augh of the master hunter who never paused in his relentless, never-ending
battle with the forces of the underworld! The end of one case was but the
begi nning of another to this dauntless avenger of the forces of death and
destructi on!

THE END.



